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it 


Forward 


“I  want  to  teach  men  the  sense  of  their  existence, 
which  is  the  Superman, 
the  lightning  out  of  the  dark  cloud  man.” 

Friedrich  Wilhelm  Nietzsche 

Jonathan  Thomas’s  “Lightning  over  the  Lake”  seems  to  echo  Nietzsche’s 
words  as  well  as  foreshadow  the  entries  in  this  edition  of  Portals.  This  year’s 
writers  provide  a  collection  of  topics  and  attitudes  that  are  both  electrify¬ 
ing  and  charged  with  the  power  to  transform.  The  energy  of  metamorpho¬ 
sis  runs  through  both  Jessica  Young’s  poem,  “In  My  Pond,”  and  Jonathan 
Thomas’s  short  story,  “Josephine.” 

Lightning  seemed  to  strike  twice  in  the  same  place  for  Belinda  Wheeler 
this  year.  Our  judges  chose  Belinda  Wheeler’s  well-researched  literary 
explication,  “Creativity  as  Empowerment  in  The  Color  Purple ,”  as  the  winner 
of  this  year’s  John  J.  Pappas  Literary  Essay  Award.  Their  choice  was  later 
echoed  by  the  judges  of  the  Purdue  University  West  Lafayette’s  Literary 
Awards  when  they  chose  Belinda’s  essay  as  the  winner  of  the  Helen  Bass 
Williams  Award  for  African  American  Literature.  In  her  essay,  Belinda  il¬ 
lustrates  the  transformation  of  an  African  American  woman  in  a  loveless  and 
abusive  relationship  as  she  finds  the  strength  to  heal  herself,  as  well  as  her 
abuser,  through  the  creative,  feminine  tradition  of  sewing. 

In  contrast  to  the  sense  of  resolution  offered  in  Wheeler’s  essay,  Brenda 
Darrol’s  “Developing  a  White  Racial  Consciousness”  cracks  the  dark  cloud 
of  denial  that  obscures  racial  prejudices  that  continue  to  exist.  Darrol  notes, 
“in  order  to  preserve  a  positive  self-image,  whites  may  claim  they  don’t  no¬ 
tice  color  or  don’t  treat  people  differently  based  on  color.”  In  her  text,  Dar¬ 
rol  deconstructs  that  widely  held  belief  and  then  offers  psychologist  Jane  E. 
Helm’s  theoretical  framework  of  white  racial  consciousness  as  a  sequential 
process  for  transformative  movement  out  of  denial.  Darrol’s  essay  sparks  a 
lightning  rod  that  challenges  the  reader  to  reexamine  his  or  her  own  views 
in  this  area. 


In  the  spirit  of  clashes  and  contradictions  set  by  this  year’s  entries,  this 
edition  of  Portals  ends  with  ‘The  Beginning”  by  Cassandra  Zurawski.  Cassie 
is  already  a  published  author,  and  this  selection  promises  to  be  the  opening 
of  another  one  of  her  fascinating  novels  of  fantasy 

This  collection  of  texts  reveals  that  our  students  at  Purdue  University 
North  Central  are  in  various  stages  of  growth  and  metamorphosis  and  that 
their  growth  process  is  both  challenging  and  stimulating.  Yet,  without  the 
continued,  faithful  support  of  Chancellor  James  Dworkin,  we  would  not  be 
able  to  reveal  this  glimpse  of  student  transformations  to  our  readers.  Thank 
you  Chancellor  Dworkin  for  making  Portals  possible.  In  addition  to  Chan¬ 
cellor  Dworkin’s  support,  Carol  Connelly  and  Karen  Prescott  of  the  Campus 
Relations  Department  conscientiously  prepare  the  edited  documents  for 
final  publication,  fitting  this  task  into  their  already  busy  schedules.  Finally, 
the  English  Department  faculty  and  various  Purdue  University  North  Cen¬ 
tral  students  undertake  the  challenging  task  of  judging  the  entries  during 
what  always  proves  to  be  a  very  busy  spring  semester.  I  extend  my  thanks 
and  gratitude  to  all  of  you. 

Professor  Sharon  S.  Koelm 

Director  of  the  Writing  and  Art  Contest 

and  Editor  of  Portals 
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Belinda  Wheeler 

Creativity  as  Empowerment  in 
The  Color  Purple 


Historically  women  have  had  little  power  within  society  and  have  often  felt 
oppressed.  In  order  to  compensate  for  this,  many  women  throughout  history 
have  undertaken  various  creative  tasks  as  a  means  to  gain  inner  fulfillment  and 
express  themselves  when  no  other  outlet  was  available.  In  the  African  Ameri¬ 
can  culture,  women  have  harnessed  various  creative  endeavors  as  a  means  of 
expressing  themselves.  A  contemporary  author  who  has  commented  on  African 
American  women’s  creativity  in  her  essays,  short  stories,  and  novels  is  Alice 
Walker.  In  her  essay,  “In  Search  of  Our  Mother’s  Gardens,’'  Walker  explores  gar¬ 
dening  as  a  creative  outlet,  while  in' her  Pulitzer  Prize-winning  novel  The  Color 
Purple,  Walker  highlights  how  sewing  is  an  important  method  of  creativity.  In 
The  Color  Purple,  the  main  character,  Celie,  who  has  been  severely  oppressed, 
turns  to  sewing  as  a  means  to  help  her  through  her  daily  ordeal.  The  freedom 
Celie  experiences,  through  the  quilts  and  pants  she  makes,  is  crucial  to  the 
development  of  her  character.  The  creativity  Celie  demonstrates  in  The  Color 
Purple,  via  sewing,  helps  her  form  friendships  with  those  around  her,  provides 
her  with  the  chance  to  escape  mentally  from  the  oppressive  situation  she  expe¬ 
riences,  empowers  her  at  several  stages  in  her  life,  and  ultimately  helps  in  the 
healing  process  between  her  and  her  husband. 

Throughout  African  American  culture,  sewing  in  its  many  forms  has  been 
one  vehicle  women  have  used  as  a  source  of  creativity.  Not  only  did  the  items 
they  make  have  a  practical  purpose,  by  providing  essential  clothing,  blankets, 
etc  for  their  family,  but  sewing  also  allowed  women  the  chance  to  express  them¬ 
selves  creatively.  Furthermore,  sewing  brought  many  women  together.  In  her 
article  ‘“Boundless  possibilities:  Home  Sewing  and  the  Meanings  of  Women’s 
Domestic  Work  in  the  United  States,  1890-1930,”  Sarah  Gordon  states,  “[i]f  sew¬ 
ing  and  related  arts  were  a  source  of  pleasure  and  pride,  then  they  were  also  a 
means  of  forming  communities  .  .  .  [and  establishing]  ethnic  and  regional  iden¬ 
tity”  (80).  Two  important  ways  women  used  sewing  to  provide  for  their  family, 
as  well  as  show  their  creativity,  was  through  quilting  and  clothes  making. 
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Quilting  has  always  had  a  strong  tradition  within  the  African  American 
community.  Not  only  do  quilts  "provide  a  record  of  their  [African  Americans’! 
cultural  and  political  past,”  but  they  are  also  considered  “important  art  forms” 
(Cash  30).  During  slavery,  one  of  the  many  tasks  women  had  to  do  for  their 
slave  master  was  quilting.  According  to  researchers  Shallcross  and  Pilla,  “women 
quilted  for  their  owners  during  the  day  and  for  themselves  in  the  evening”  (39). 
Thus,  “[qluiltings  were  both  labor  and  a  leisure  activity.  Slaves  created  their  own 
culture  or  way  of  life  as  a  means  of  liberating  themselves  from  an  oppressive  en¬ 
vironment”  (Cash  30).  Given  the  time  they  spent  working  on  them,  “[t]he  voices 
of  black  women  are  [often]  stitched  within  their  quilts”  (Cash  30).  Many  female 
quilters  used  them  “as  storehouses  of  women’s  experiences  and  memories;  as 
celebratory  artifacts  and  symbols  of  community;  as  coded  protests  against  in¬ 
justice  and  violence;  and  as  testaments  to  women’s  survival  and  to  their  powers 
of  creative  expression”  (Hedges  12).  Thus,  the  process  of  making  quilts  helped 
women  express  themselves  and  escape  mentally  from  their  oppressive  reality. 

Another  reason  quilting  was  so  important  was  “because  it  involves  the  mak¬ 
ing  of  a  useful  object  from  material  which  is  customarily  regarded  as  worthless: 
scraps  and  throwaways”  (Tucker  88).  The  creativity  of  each  quilt  maker  was 
evident  in  every  quilt  because  “out  of  these  worn  bits  and  pieces  of  cloth...  [they 
were  able  to  create]  a  truly  beautiful  yet  functional  work  of  art”  (Tucker  88). 
Therefore,  given  the  fact  that  women  create  something  out  of  nothing,  quilt¬ 
ing  can  also  be  seen  as  an  act  of  empowering  oneself.  Quilting  often  “provided 
[them  with]  a  sense  of  accomplishment  and  identity...  [enhancing]  their  psy¬ 
chological  and  physical  will  to  survive”  (Cash  35).  Aside  from  the  creativity 
involved,  the  quilts  were  also  considered  valuable  because  the  scrap  pieces  of 
material  used  usually  came  from  other  clothing  that  “belonged  to  individuals, 
and  hence  carry  a  story  with  them”  (Tucker  88). 

Making  one’s  own  garments  has  also  had  a  long  history  in  African  Ameri¬ 
can  culture.  Studies  have  shown  that  “[t]he  poorest  women  could  rarely  afford 
anything  ready-made”  (Gordon  72).  Thus,  given  “their  economic  vulnerability, 
African  American  women  were  especially  hard-pressed  to  sew”  (Gordon  72). 
Apart  from  practical  reasons,  sewing  could  be  used  as  a  vehicle  for  creativity 
and  bonding.  In  her  research,  Gordon  also  discovered  that  “[depending  on 
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the  circumstances,  dressmaking  could  be  a  chore  or  a  choice,  a  survival  skill 
or  a  means  of  personal  expression'1  (68).  Gordon  continues  by  reporting  that 
through  the  years  “home  sewing  moved  beyond  its  functional  role  to  become 
a  way  to  articulate  personal  tastes  and  challenge  assumptions  about  feminin¬ 
ity,  family,  race,  and  class”  (68).  In  fact,  “[mjany  women  found  sewing  to  be  a 
source  of  creativity  and  pride:  an  activity  considered  to  be  work  was  reinterpret¬ 
ed  as  pleasurable.  They  found  pleasure  and  the  admiration  of  observers  through 
the  application  of  their  own  skills  and  effort”  (Gordon  70).  As  a  direct  conse¬ 
quence  of  this,  “sewing  served  as  a  tool  for  self-definition  [for  many  women] 

-  they  used  it  to  seek  some  control  over  their  appearance,  to  make  some  money, 
and  to  express  creativity  as  well  as  ethnic  or  class  identity”  (Gordon  78). 

Following  along  with  the  strong  African  American  culture,  Alice  Walker 
emphasizes  how  sewing  sparks  creativity,  which  in  turn  helps  empower  Celte, 
the  main  character  in  The  Color  Purple.  As  the  novel  progresses,  it  is  evident 
that  sewing  allows  Celie  to  bond  with  those  closest  to  her,  which  promotes 
friendship,  provides  her  with  a  chance  to  vicariously  free  herself,  and  ultimately 
encourages  her  creativity.  There  are  numerous  times  throughout  the  novel  where 
Celie  either  quilts  or  makes  clothing  for,  or  with,  those  around  her.  Creating 
these  items  not  only  provides  her  with  the  chance  to  escape  mentally  from  her 
oppressive  situation,  but  it  also  creates  a  bond  with  those  closest  to  her.  Martha. 
J.  Cutter  states  in  her  article,  “Philomela  Speaks:  Alice  Walker’s  Revisioning  of 
Rape  Archetypes  in  The  Color  Purple ,”  that  “Celie’s  sewing  .  .  .  moves  her  away 
from  violence  and  victimization  and  into  self-empowerment  and  subjectivity” 
(163). 

At  the  beginning  of  the  novel,  when  Celie  is  a  young  defenseless  child,  she 
describes  her  horrendous  circumstances  to  God.  From  this,  the  reader  senses 
that  given  the  fact  Celie  feels  that  she  cannot  talk  with  anyone,  sewing  becomes 
an  important  outlet  and  bonding  mechanism  for  her.  She  notes  that  before  her 
two-month-old  daughter,  Olivia,  [a  product  of  her  father’s  rape]  was  taken  away 
from  her  by  her  father,  she  embroidered  “Olivia  in  the  seat  of  all  her  daidies” 
and  “lot  of  little  stars  and  flowers  too”  (Walker  14).  Therefore,  it  is  apparent 
that  embroidering  her  daughter’s  name  on  her  “daidies”  was  not  only  a  bond¬ 
ing  mechanism  between  mother  and  daughter,  but  it  also  provided  Celie  with 
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the  chance  to  escape  mentally  from  her  abusive  father  and  otherwise  deplorable 
living  situation. 

Although  in  her  new  life  with  Albert,  sewing  “begins  ...  as  a  necessary 
activity”  for  Celie,  “it  takes  on  deeper  meaning  as  it  objectifies  bonding”  by 
establishing  “a  genuine  bond  between  Celie  and  Sophia  [sic]”  and  later  provides 
her  with  the  opportunity  to  free  herself  from  her  abusive  marriage  (Tucker 
88-89).  When  Harpo  brings  his  wife,  Sofia,  and  child  home  Celie  makes  some 
curtains  for  them  out  of  a  flower  sack  (Walker  35).  After  an  argument  Sofia  has 
with  Harpo,  she  discovers  that  Celie  supported  him  beating  her.  Shocked  by 
“Celie’s  betrayal,  she  [Sofia]  returns  Celie’s  thread  and  .  .  .  curtains”  (Tucker  89). 
The  returning  of  these  items  promotes  an  honest  discussion  between  the  two 
women  which  later  leads  to  understanding.  Following  their  conversation,  Celie 
and  Sofia  celebrate  their  reconciliation  by  making  a  quilt  out  of  the  “messed  up 
curtains”  Sofia  had  just  returned  (Walker  44).  Thus,  “the  piecing  of”  the  quilt 
symbolizes  “female  bonding,  sisterhood,  and  a  mutual  commitment  to  Sophia’s 
[sic]  equality  in  her  marriage”  (Tucker  89).  Furthermore,  by  working  on  the 
quilt  together  the  reader  sees  that  sewing  is  “a  key  way  individuals  communicate 
with  each  other,  signifying  their  friendship  and  interconnectedness  ...  [it  also] 
articulates  relationships  and  connects  and  reconnects  networks  of  individuals 
to  create  a  community”  (Cutter  172).  * 

Another  significant  instance  of  bonding  in  The  Color  Purple,  which  is 
sparked  by  Celie’s  sewing,  occurs  between  Celie  and  Shug  Avery.  After  moving 
into  Albert  and  Celie’s  house  to  recover  from  an  illness,  Shug  is  openly  hostile 
to  Celie.  Celie  comments  on  this  by  saying,  “Shug  halfway  tween  sick  and  well. 

Halfway  tween  good  and  evil,  too.  Most  days  now  she  show  me  and  Mr. _ 

her  good  side.  But  evil  all  over  her  today”  (Walker  59).  Despite  Shug’s  evil  side, 
Celie  continues  to  take  care  of  her  but  tries  hard  not  to  get  in  Shug’s  way  so  as 
not  to  suffer  her  wrath.  One  day  while  Celie  is  quilting,  Shug’s  mood  begins 
to  change.  Shug  “pull[s]  up  a  chair  next  to”  Celie,  “pick[s]  up  a  random  piece 
of  cloth  out  of  the  basket.  Hold[s]  it  up  to  the  light...  [and  says,]  ‘How  you  sew 
this  damn  thing?”’  (Walker  59).  Sparked  by  the  quilting  Celie  is  doing,  Shug 
engages  in  conversation  with  her,  asks  for  guidance  (re:  quilting),  and  in  doing 
so  extends  the  hand  of  friendship.  Celie  reflects  on  the  event  saying,  “I  hand 
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her  the  square  I’m  working  on,  start  another  one.  She  sew  long  crooked  stitches 
.  .  .  .  That  real  good,  for  first  try,’  I  say.  That  just  fine  and  dandy.’  She  look  at 
me  and  snort,  ‘Everything  1  do  is  fine  and  dandy  to  you,  Miss  Celie’”  (Walker 
59).  Thus,  by  engaging  in  conversation,  sitting  down  and  working  on  the  quilt 
together,  and  calling  her  “Miss  Celie1'  for  the  first  time,  Shug  is  acknowledging 
Celie’s  existence  and  is  beginning  to  connect  with  her.  The  bonding  between 
the  two  women  through  sewing  provides  Celie  with  a  sense  of  relief  and  hap¬ 
piness  that  allows  her  to  change  her  outlook  on  her  life  for  the  first  time.  Celie 

writes,  “I  see  myself  sitting  there  quilting  tween  Shug  Avery  and  Mr. _ .  Us 

three  set  together  ....  For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  feel  just  right”  (Walker  60). 
Thus  it  is  apparent  that  like  it  has  done  for  many  African  American  women  in 
the  past,  quiltmaking  “draws  the  women  together  in  a  common  enterprise  and 
community”  (Dunn  and  Morris  29). 

Now  with  her  two  close  friends  by  her  side,  Celie  starts  the  process  of  em¬ 
powering  herself  through  the  articles  she  creates.  Sewing  on  a  regular  basis  for 
enjoyment,  Celie  notes,  “fmje  and  Sofia  piecing  another  quilt  together”  (Walker 
58).  She  continues  by  saying,  “[g]ot  it  frame  up  on  the  porch.  Shug  Avery 
donate  her  old  yellow  dress  for  scrap,  and  I  work  in  a  piece  every  chance  1  get. 

It  a  nice  pattern  called  Sister’s  Choice”  (Walker  61).  As  she  begins  immersing 
herself  in  the  sisterhood  she  has  created  with  Sofia  and  Shug,  Celie  appears  to 
focus  less  on  the  mental  and  physical  anguish  she  suffers  from  her  husband 
and  more  on  her  own  happiness.  This  is  evident  by  the  way  her  letters  to  God 
talk  about  what  she  is  doing  with  her  friends,  Shug  and  Sofia,  and  less  on  what 
Albert  is  doing  to  her.  Thus,  it  appears  that  quiltmaking  becomes  “a  paradigm 
for  the  way  Celie  reinscribes  her  life”  (Elsley  79).  She  “validates  herself,  trans¬ 
forming  her  life  from  fragment  into  a  self-constructed  whole”  (Daniel  322). 

Reconnecting  with  the  past,  via  sewing,  also  assists  in  Celie’s  empower¬ 
ment  on  various  levels.  Celie  is  reminded  of  her  African  heritage  when  reading 
the  letters  she  receives  from  her  sister  Nettie.  While  living  “among  the  Olinkas, 
Nettie  is  overwhelmed  by  the  artistic  potential  of  her  hosts”  (Nama  53-54). 

She  comments  on  the  various  types  of  artwork  they  have,  including  quilts,  in 
her  letter  to  Celie,  stating,  “[o]ver  the  mud  walls  I  have  hung  Olinka  platters 
and  mats  and  pieces  of  tribal  cloth.  The  Olinkas  are  known  for  their  beauti- 
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ful  cotton  fabric  which  they  handweave  and  dye  with  berrie,  clay,  indigo  and 
tree  bark”  (Walker  164):  Corrine,  the  adopted  mother  of  Celie’s  two  chil¬ 
dren  (Olivia  and  Adam),  who  are  with  Nettie  in  Africa,  is  so  “intrigued  by  the 
quilting  of  the  Olinka”  that  she  decides  to  begin  making  a  quilt  (Tucker  89). 
While  “hunting  for  scraps  for  it,  Nettie  comes  upon  the  material  that  Corrine 
had  purchased  when  [she  and]  Celie  ...met  years  before”  (Tucker  89).  This  is  a 
pivotal  moment  in  The  Color  Purple ,  as  it  allows  Nettie  with  the  opportunity  to 
uncover  “the  proof  of  Celie’s  maternity”  to  Corrine,  which  empowers  Celie  fur¬ 
ther  (Tucker  89).  Up  until  this  point  Corrine  had  refused  to  acknowledge  Celie 
as  her  children’s  mother,  or  Nettie  as  her  children’s  aunt;  however,  after  tracing 
“the  patterns  [of  the  old  material]  with  her  finger”  Corrine  has  a  change  of  heart 
(Walker  193).  Crying,  Corrine  reveals,  “She  [Celie]  was  so  much  like  Olivia!  . 

.  .  1  was  afraid  she’d  want  her  back.  So  I  forgot  her  as  soon  as  I  could”  (Walker 
193).  Thus,  the  fabric  convinces  “Corrine  that  Nettie  is  the  children’s  aunt”  and 
that  Celie  is  Olivia  and  Adam’s  mother  (Tucker  89-90).  As  a  result  of  reading 
Nettie’s  letters,  Celie  is  empowered  by  her  heritage  and  the  knowledge  that  she 
has  been  recognized  as  a  mother  for  the  first  time. 

The  making  of  pants  is  another  way  that  Celie  empowers  herself.  In  her 
article,  “Alice  Walker’s  The  Color  Purple :  Emergent  Woman,  Emergent  Text,” 
Lindsey  Tucker  states,  “Celie’s  most  remarkable  creation  with  her  needle  is  her 
pants.  These  are  truly  a  product  of  the  imagination,  a  product  of  both  female 
consciousness  and  female  economy,  and  they  are  fashioned  for  individuals  so  as 
to  encompass  both  their  physical  and  emotional  needs  (90).”  Sparked  by  Shug’s 
motivation  and  her  newly  discovered  African  heritage,  Celie  begins  creating 
pants  that  are  “worn  by  anyone,  regardless  of  sexual  identification”  (Lupton 
414).  Shug  is  the  one  who  Erst  suggests  that  “together  they  create  a  product 
independent  of  men-of  male  admiration  and  of  male  abuse”  (Lupton  413),  by 
saying,  “let’s  make  you  some  pants”  (Walker  152).  The  pants  Celie  creates,  “sug¬ 
gest  mobility,”  which  is  clearly  demonstrated  by  the  pants  she  makes  for  Nettie 
(Tucker  90).  In  her  letter,  Celie  comments  on  the  new  mobility  Nettie  will  enjoy, 
stating,  “I  am  making  some  pants  for  you  to  beat  the  heat  in  Africa.  Soft,  white, 
thin.  Drawstring  waist.  You  won’t  ever  have  to  feel  too  hot  and  overdress  again” 
(Walker  221). 
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Celie’s  pants  also  make  a  powerful  statement  about  gender  roles  within 
the  African  American  culture  at  the  time.  During  the  time  the  novel  is  set,  it 
was  uncommon  for  a  woman  to  wear  pants.  Celie  comments  on  this  by  say¬ 
ing,  “Mr. _ not  going  to  let  his  wife  wear  pants”  (Walker  152).  Upon  hearing 

her  response,  Shug  states,  “Why  not?  .  .  .  You  do  all  the  work  around  here. 

It’s  a  scandless,  the  way  you  look  out  there  plowing  in  a  dress.  How  you  keep 
Irom  falling  over  it  or  getting  the  plow  caught  in  it  is  beyond  me”  (Walker  153). 
Hearing  this,  Celie  agrees  with  Shug’s  comments  and  decides  to  go  ahead  with 
making  pants.  Thus,  it  is  evident  that  Celie’s  creations  make  a  strong  statement 
about  how  the  ways  of  the  past  are  not  serving  a  woman’s  “physical  and  emo¬ 
tional  needs,”  including  her  own,  and  that  her  pants  will  allow  women,  includ¬ 
ing  herself,  the  opportunity  to  begin  empowering  themselves  by  challenging 
outdated  gender  boundaries  (Tucker  90). 

It  is  through  the  friendships  she  makes  through  sewing  and  the  new  em¬ 
powerment  she  feels  from  her  creations  that  Celie  is  able  to  stand  up  for  herself 
and  leave  the  abusive  marriage  she  has  with  Albert.  In  the  past  Celie  had  always 
taken  Albert’s  abuse  (verbal  or  physical)  without  saying  a  word.  When  Albert 
starts  cursing  and  demanding  to  know  why  she  wants  to  go  live  in  Memphis 
with  Shug,  the  empowered  Celie  speaks  up  for  the  first  time: 

You  a  lowdown  dog  is  what’s  wrong,  I  say.  It’s  time  to  leave  you  and 
enter  into  The  Creation.  And  your  dead  body  is  just  the  welcome  mat  1 
need  ....  You  took  my  sister  Nettie  away  from  me,  I  say.  And  she  was 
the  only  person  love  me  in  the  world  ....  But  Nettie  and  my  children 
coming  home  soon,  I  say.  And  when  she  do,  all  us  together  gon  whup 
your  ass.  (Walker  207) 

Apart  from  her  verbal  empowerment,  Celie  also  shows  that  she  is  now  physically 
able  to  defend  herself  against  Albert.  Upon  hearing  Celie’s  comments,  Albert 
reaches  over  the  table  to  try  and  slap  her  (Walker  207).  The  old  Celie  would 
have  made  herself  wood  and  taken  his  beatings  (Walker  23).  This  time,  how¬ 
ever,  Celie  defends  herself  jabbing  her  “case  knife  in  his  hand’’  (Walker  207). 
This  time,  however,  Celie  defends,  jabbing  her  “case  knife  in  his  hand”  (Walker 
207).  From  her  actions,  it  is  apparent  that  Celie  has  empowered  herself  to  the 
point  where  she  can  defend  herself  verbally  and  physically  from  Albert  and,  as  a 
direct  consequence,  is  able  to  leave  her  oppressed  existence. 
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Once  they  are  in  Memphis,  Shug  assists  Celie’s  empowerment  further  by 
providing  her  with  “money  and  a  room  of  her  own,”  which  inspires  Celie  to 
create  more  pants  and  eventually  begin  her  own  business  (Woolf  16).  Feeling 
secure,  now  that  she  is  living  out  of  the  house  she  was  enslaved  in  with  Albert, 
is  loved  by  Shug,  and  has  enough  space  and  money,  Celie  “sit[s]  in  the  dining 
room  making  pants  after  pants”  (Walker  218).  Celie  explains  to  Nettie  just  how 
much  her  creativity  has  taken  over  by  commenting: 

1  got  pants  now  in  every  color  and  size  under  the  sun.  Since  us  started 
making  pants  down  home,  I  ain’t  been  able  to  stop.  I  change  the  cloth, 

I  change  the  print,  I  change  the  waist,  1  change  the  pocket.  I  change  the 
hem,  I  change  the  fullness  of  the  leg.  I  make  so  many  pants  Shug  tease 
me.  (Walker  218) 

In  the  end  Celie  is  so  fulfilled  in  her  new  life  that  she  proudly  proclaims  to  her 
sister  Nettie,  “I  am  so  happy.  I  got  love,  I  got  work,  I  got  money,  friends  and 
time”  (Walker  222).  Celie’s  comments  demonstrate  that  by  harnessing  her 
creativity  with  her  sewing,  she  has  become  her  own  woman,  fully  emancipated 
from  her  past  and  more  content  as  a  result. 

The  empowerment  that  Celie  has  found,  through  her  sewing,  helps  her 
define  herself.  As  researchers  Dunn  and  Morris  identify,  “Celie  literally  discov¬ 
ers  and  defines  herself  through  her  at  home  clothesmaking  industry”  (29). 
Celie’s  own  awareness  of  her  empowerment  is  shown  when  she  signs  her  letter 
to  Nettie  saying,  “Your  Sister,  Celie.  Folkpants,  Unlimited”  (Walker  221).  The 
way  she  signs  her  letter  “marks  the  turning  point  of  the  book  in  that  it  verifies 
Celie’s  authority,  her  place,  her  signature  ....  This  closing,  [is]  so  forceful  by 
contrast  to  Celie’s  often  unsigned  (nameless)  letters,  [and]  signals  a  potential 
transformation  of  the  text.  Celie  the  inarticulate  is  now  Celie  the  entrepreneur, 
with  a  company,  mailing  address,  and  income”  (Lupton  414).  Thus,  through  her 
creative  endeavors,  Celie  is  able  to  gain  confidence,  set  up  her  own  business, 
and  make  her  own  money  for  the  first  time.  Now,  rather  than  having  to  rely  on 
another  person  for  her  financial  stability,  she  can  fully  rely  on  her  handiwork  to 
set  herself  free.  Therefore,  for  Celie,  like  other  women,  “clothing  paves  the  road 
to  economic  self-sufficiency”  (Lupton  419). 
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Sewing  is  also  an  important  vehicle  that  not  only  assists  Celie’s  creativity 
but  also  helps  in  the  healing  process  between  her  and  her  husband.  Near  the 
end  of  the  novel,  while  Shug  is  off  with  her  new  lover,  Celie  spends  some  time 
in  her  hometown.  During  this  period,  Celie  and  Albert  cross  paths  on  several 
occasions;  however,  the  conversation  is  often  far  from  pleasant.  When  Albert 
asks  about  her  pants  business,  the  wounds  of  old  are  evident  when  Celie  quips, 
“1  really  started  it  [making  pants]  right  here  in  your  house  to  keep  from  killing 
you”  (Walker  261).  As  they  begin  talking  more  and  seeing  how  each  other  has 
developed,  the  barriers  between  the  two  start  to  break  down.  At  first  their  con¬ 
versations  revolve  around  their  mutual  interest  in  Shug,  but  later  they  develop 
into  more  detailed  conversations,  which  include  the  history  of  sewing  in  African 
culture.  It  is  these  discussions  concerning  sewing  that  further  assist  in  the  dis¬ 
mantling  of  the  barriers  between  Celie  and  Albert. 

In  the  beginning  of  their  conversation  about  clothing,  Albert  disagrees  with 
Celie’s  ideology  that  “anybody  can  wear  them  (her  pants),”  by  saying,  “[m]en 
and  women  not  suppose  to  wear  the  same  thing  ....  Men  spose  to  wear  the 
pants”  (Walker  278).  Albert’s  statement  reflects  the  control  that  many  men  felt 
by  wearing  “the  pants”  in  the  family.  For  men  like  Albert,  pants  signified  a  man’s 
authority  to  do  whatever  he  wanted,  including  oppressing  his  wife.  Thus,  many 
men,  including  Albert,  did  not  want  women  to  physically  wear  pants  because 
the  men  would  feel  like  they  had  lost  control  of  the  family.  Celie  responds  to 
Albert’s  controlling  attitude  by  noting  that  pants  are  not  a  gender-defmed  item 
of  clothing,  saying  “[y]ou  ought  to  tell  that  to  the  mens  in  Africa  ....  People  in 
Africa  try  to  wear  what  feel  comfortable  in  the  heat.. .men  and  women  both  pre- 
shate  a  nice  dress”  (Walker  278-279).  As  a  consequence  of  her  comments  about 
their  heritage,  Celie  breaks  down  Albert’s  preconceived  ideas  about  gender  roles 
and  expectations. 

Another  idea  about  gender  defined  roles  and  expectations  that  is  dispelled 
through  sewing,  and  which  also  assists  in  the  healing  process,  occurs  when 
Albert  and  Celie  begin  sewing  together.  When  Celie  informs  Albert  that  “men 
sew  in  Africa”  he  is  amazed  (Walker  279).  Upon  hearing  this,  Albert  confesses 
that  while  growing  up  he  would  “try  to  sew  along  with  mama  cause  that’s  what 
she  was  always  doing.  But  everyone  laughed  at  me.  But  you  know,  1  liked  it” 
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(Walker  278).  Celie  responds  by  saying,  “[wjell,  nobody  gon  laugh  at  you  now  .  . 
.  .  Here  help  me  stitch  in  these  pockets”  (Walker  278).  By  revealing  more  history 
about  their  African  ancestors  Celie  once  again  dispels  gender  stereotypes  to  the 
point  where  Albert  begins  to  reconnect  with  his  own  heritage  and  begins  to  sew 
once  again.  This  act,  on  the  part  of  Albert,  brings  the  two  closer  together.  Celie 
comments  on  their  new  friendship  by  saying,  “[n]ow  us  sit  sewing  and  talking 

and  smoking  our  pipes”  (Walker  278).  Celie  also  notes,  “Mr. _ look  at  me  real 

thoughtful.  He  not  such  a  bad  looking  man,  you  know,  when  you  come  right 
down  to  it.  And  now  it  do  begin  to  look  like  he  got  a  lot  of  feeling  hind  his  face” 
(Walker  280).  Thus  it  becomes  apparent  that  “[tjhrough  sewing,  Albert  becomes 
part  of  Celie’s  community,”  and  accordingly  she  is  able  to  look  closely  at  Albert 
for  the  first  time  (Cutter  174).  At  the  closing  of  her  letter  to  Nettie,  she  even 
says,  “[h]e  ain’t  Shug,  but  he  begin  to  be  somebody  I  can  talk  to”  (Walker  283). 

Further  signs  that  the  healing  process  between  Celie  and  Albert  is  tak¬ 
ing  place  occur  when  Albert  begins  “patterning  a  shirt  for  folks  to  wear  with” 
her  pants  (Walker  290).  From  this,  it  is  clear  that  Albert  is  not  only  sewing 
with  Celie,  but  he  is  also  being  supportive  of  her  business  by  trying  to  create 
something  new.  Furthermore,  it  appears  that  by  reconnecting  with  his  heritage 
Albert  also  becomes  empowered  through  creativity,  fashioning  “pants  and  shirts 
in  the  manner  of  his  Olinka  ancestors”  (Lupton  415).  Due  to  the  dramatic  turn 
around  in  his  behavior,  it  could  be  argued  that  “a  man  guilty  of  rape,  wife  beat¬ 
ing,  lying,  and  other  lesser  sins,  is  redeemed  through  sharing  in  traditionally 
female  work”  (Lupton  415).  Celie’s  response  to  Albert’s  new  behavior  supports 
this  theory  near  the  novel’s  conclusion.  When  asked  about  where  the  new  little 
ornament  Celie  has  came  from,  she  responds  by  saying,  it  is  “a  little  something 
Albert  carve  for  me”  (Walker  291).  Referring  to  Albert  by  his  first  name  instead 
of  Mr. _ ,  as  she  had  done  throughout  the  novel,  Celie  signifies  that  the  recon¬ 

ciliation  between  the  two  is  complete. 

By  becoming  submerged  in  the  history  of  the  African  American  culture  and 
the  lives  of  the  characters,  the  readers  of  The  Color  Purple  learn  how  a  creative 
activity,  like  sewing,  can  have  a  significant  impact  on  the  life  of  an  individual 
who  has  been  oppressed  for  a  long  period  of  time.  By  creating  the  character  of 
Celie,  Alice  Walker  traces  her  development  by  focusing  on  the  impact  quilting 
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and  pants-making  has  on  her  life.  Like  her  African  ancestors,  Celie  harnesses 
her  natural  talent  of  sewing  and  uses  it  to  help  her  express  herself  creatively.  It 
is  Celie’s  sewing  that  serves  as  a  catalyst,  which  assists  her  throughout  her  jour¬ 
ney.  Even  through  some  of  the  darkest  times  in  her  life,  Celie  is  able  to  develop 
friendships,  through  her  sewing,  that  later  help  her  turn  her  oppressive  situa¬ 
tion  into  an  empowered  reality.  The  reader  sees  that  like  a  quilt,  the  empowered 
Celie  is  able  to  take  the  tattered  “scraps"  of  her  life  and,  with  the  help  of  her 
friends,  create  a  new  life  that  is  a  “beautiful  .  .  .  work  of  art"  (Tucker  88).  Fur¬ 
thermore,  like  the  pants  she  makes,  Celie  is  able  to  make  her  business  and  her 
relationship  with  Albert  successful  because  she  is  able  to  break  down  barriers 
between  the  gender  roles.  Given  all  that  she  is  able  to  accomplish  through  her 
sewing,  it  is  evident  that  creativity  is  a  strong  source  of  empowerment  for  Celie 
in  The  Color  Purple. 
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Angela  M.  Clark 

Afterwards 


The  door  closes  behind  the  last  guest. 

Settling  noises-clink  of  dishes  being  washed. 
Short  conversation  with  the  cat-then  she  sleep 
The  fish  hang  suspended  in  mid-water, 

And  the  afternoon  deflates  into  silence. 

Gazing  from  the  eyes  of  the  windows 
at  the  gray  Sunday  world  outside. 

Listening  to  the  hum  of  domestic  machinery. 
As  the  weight  of  the  day  presses  down, 
you  know  where  you  made  your  mistake. 

Sometimes  it’s  best  to  invite  no  one  because 
you’ve  become  accustomed  to  being  alone. 
Other  human  bodies  only  remind  you 
that  the  peace  is  not  solitude,  but  emptiness- 
the  quiet  not  comforting,  but  deafening. 


Chris  Frank 

I  Didn’t  Realize 


I  awaken  to  see  my  nineteen  year  old  daughter  Julie  standing  in  our  bed¬ 
room  doorway.  She  is  saying  something  to  my  husband.  “Dad,  wake  up.  I’m 
worried  about  Beth.  She’s  talking  goofy  and  seeing  things  that  aren’t  there.” 

My  husband  and  I  wake  up,  confused  by  what  our  daughter  is  saying.  She 
continues,  in  a  worried,  scared  tone  to  tell  us  that  a  bottle  of  pills  fell  out  of 
Beth’s  pillowcase  and  that  she  is  babbling  about  spiders. 

We  rush  upstairs  to  the  girls’  bedroom.  Beth  is  hallucinating,  reaching 
for  unseen  things  in  the  air.  I  take  the  almost  empty  bottle  of  sleeping  pills 
downstairs  and  immediately  call  Poison  Control.  They  direct  me  to  take  her  to 
the  ER. 

I  remember  thinking  at  the  time  that  I  must  still  be  asleep;  this  is  just  a  bad 
dream  resulting  from  the  argument  Beth  and  I  had  before  going  to  bed.  I  wish 
it  had  been  a  horrible  dream,  but  it  was  in  fact  reality,  yet  not  a  reality  I  could 
comprehend  or  relate  to.  The  reality  was  that  my  daughter  attempted  to  end 
her  life.  I  didn’t  even  know  she  was  depressed. 

My  Beth  is  my  third  born  out  of  four  children.  She  is  seventeen  years  old. 
She  is  a  beautiful  girl  with  long  sandy  brown  hair,  blue  eyes,  and  a  petite  figure. 
She  started  having  problems  in  school  when  she  got  into  middle  school.  Her 
grades  dropped.  My  husband  and  I  were  told  that  it  was  normal  for  kids  this 
age  to  have  a  negative  attitude.  She  had  been  on  the  school  basketball  team 
since  fourth  grade  and  was  the  best  ball  handler.  When  she  was  told  she  would 
have  to  bring  up  her  grades  to  continue  playing  on  the  team,  she  gave  up  bas¬ 
ketball. 

When  Beth  got  to  high  school,  things  didn’t  improve.  She  struggled,  and 
when  the  classes  were  too  difficult,  she  gave  up  and  refused  to  do  the  lessons.  I 
didn’t  realize  anger  was  a  sign  of  depression. 

Beth  seemed  to  hang  out  with  other  unmotivated  kids  and  that  got  her  into 
trouble.  She  had  been  caught  drinking  a  few  times  but  nothing  her  Dad  and  I 
thought  unusual  for  teenagers. 

She  is  different  than  our  other  two  teenage  daughters.  Our  other  daugh- 
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ters,  Julie  and  Lauren,  have  several  good  friends  and  outside  interests.  Wanting 
to  look  good,  they  like  to  shop  and  spend  time  on  their  appearance.  Beth  is 
more  of  a  tomboy;  she  doesn’t  have  a  lot  of  friends,  hates  to  shop,  and  doesn’t 
care  about  her  appearance.  1  didn’t  realize  lack  of  care  of  oneself  was  a  sign  of 
depression. 

Beth  had  one  close  friend,  Shannon.  Shannon  took  her  own  life  a  few 
months  prior  to  Beths  suicide  attempt.  We  thought  Beth  was  handling  her 
friend’s  death  okay.  She  said  she  didn’t  need  to  go  talk  to  a  therapist,  that  she 
was  okay.  She  didn’t  seem  depressed. 

The  fact  is  that  her  friend’s  sudden  death  was  unbearable  for  Beth  to  ac¬ 
cept.  She  kept  her  feelings  of  anxiety  to  herself  and  carried  on  in  her  usual 
manner.  If  I  had  seen  her  anxiety  or  knew  she  had  trouble  sleeping  I  might  have 
thought  she  was  depressed. 

She  started  hanging  out  with  another  friend.  Her  normal  routine  was  to  sit 
at  home  all  day,  doing  nothing  until  her  Dad  or  I  got  home  with  one  of  the  fam¬ 
ily  vehicles.  Then,  she  would  want  to  leave  right  away  out  of  boredom.  I  didn’t 
realize  laziness  was  a  sign  of  depression. 

The  two  evenings  prior  to  Beth’s  attempted  suicide,  she  was  stranded  at 
home  due  to  the  LaPorte  lake-effect  snow  accumulation.  She  wanted  to  drive 
even  though  the  weather  was  bad,  and  by  the  second  night  of  being  cooped  up, 
she  was  like  a  squirrel  in  a  cage. 

That  night  she  argued  with  me  to  let  her  go  out.  Our  argument  escalated. 
“You  can’t  keep  me  in  this  house  another  night,”  she  yelled. 

“Beth,  you  need  to  find  something  constructive  to  do  with  your  days, 
so  you’re  not  stuck  home  all  day,  wanting  to  run  out  whenever  there  is  a  car 
home,”  I  said.  “You  need  to  help  out  around  the  house.  You’re  part  of  this 
family,  and  you  can  help  out.”  I  didn’t  realize  that  she  was  depressed  and  couldn’t 
muster  up  the  energy  to  do  chores. 

Our  argument  ended  with  Beth  storming  upstairs  to  her  room.  That’s 
when  she  decided  she’d  had  enough.  Of  course  I  don’t  know  what  she  was 
thinking  as  she  was  swallowing  sixty-five  sleeping  pills.  She  must  have  felt  she 
couldn’t  bear  the  pain  of  living  any  longer. 

In  the  emergency  room  the  doctor  and  nurses  were  checking  her  and  tak¬ 
ing  blood  to  see  what  needed  to  be  done.  A  nurse  found  a  note  in  the  pocket 
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of  Beth’s  pants,  a  suicide  note  addressed  to  God.  The  beginning  read,  “God, 
please  forgive  me.  I  know  it’s  not  up  to  me  when  1  go,  but  I  need  a  way  out.” 

I  then  realized  my  daughter  actually  tried  to  kill  herself.  It  was  no  acci¬ 
dent.  For  the  next  twenty-four  hours,  I  stood  at  her  hospital  bedside  holding 
her  down  as  she  tried  to  get  out  or  as  her  arms  were  flailing  about  in  the  air 
toward  the  bed  rails. 

She  spent  six  days  in  the  hospital.  It  was  in  her  angry  outbursts,  unaware 
of  what  she  was  saying,  that  I  got  a  clear  picture  of  her  pain.  “You  can’t  con¬ 
trol  my  life. ..I’m  slow  but  I  don’t  read  backwards... Hey,  Shannon,”  she  said  to  a 
nurse,  believing  it  to  be  her  dead  friend. 

Depression  is  an  illness  that  can  affect  anyone.  A  person  can  suffer  from 
slight  depression  or  major  depression.  There  isn’t  one  specific  signal  a  person 
gives  that  lets  family  and  friends  know  there  is  a  problem.  Signs  don’t  always 
appear  suddenly.  The  signs  that  are  exhibited  by  a  depressed  person  may 
include  some  or  all  of  the  following:  no  energy  or  ambition,  no  plans  for  the 
future,  anger,  insomnia,  no  hobbies  or  activities,  alcohol  or  drug  use  and  little 
care  for  personal  appearance.  A  person  can  change  gradually.  It  is  imperative 
for  teenagers  and  adults  to  be  aware  of  the  signs  of  depression.  Depression  can 
become  a  matter  of  life  and  death. 

I  thought  I  knew  my  daughter,  but  I  didn’t.  She  suffers  from  major  de¬ 
pression,  and  I  didn’t  have  a  clue.  I  wish  that  I  had  realized  that  my  Beth  was 
depressed.  Now  that  I  know,  I  am  able  to  get  her  the  help  she  needs.  She  will 
attend  ongoing  therapy  and  take  antidepressants  so  that  she  can  feel  good  and 
so  that  she  can  focus  on  living  a  happy,  fulfilling  life. 
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Joeseph  Semala 

Cognitive  Behavioral  Therapy  Proves 
To  Be  a  Better  Choice  over 
Using  Antidepressant  Medications 
Alone  in  Most  Cases 

Cognitive  Behavioral  Therapy  (CBT)  is  one  of  the  most  effective  and  suc¬ 
cessful  therapies  to  help  deal  with  depression.  Depression  is  a  psychological 
disorder  that  affects  millions  of  individuals.  A  debate  exists  about  whether  to 
use  psychotherapy  or  antidepressant  medications  to  help  relieve  and  clear  up 
the  symptoms  that  the  patient  possesses.  One  view  is  that  CBT  improves  the 
overall  health  and  state  of  mind  of  the  individual  while  medication  only  sup¬ 
presses  depression  for  a  short  amount  of  time  and  can  have  severe  physical  and 
mental  side  effects. 

Cognitive  Behavioral  Therapy  is  a  one-on-one  therapy  between  the  psy¬ 
chologist  and  the  patient.  “Cognitive  behavioral  therapy  is  a  short-term  direc¬ 
tive  therapy  designed  to  change  the  depressed  patient’s  negative  view  of  the 
self,  world,  and  future”  (Nathan  248).  The  therapy  consists  of  16-20  sessions 
and  lasts  altogether  about  12-16  weeks.  The  therapy  is  made  up  of  two  compo¬ 
nents:  the  cognitive  component  and  the  behavioral  component. 

The  cognitive  component  deals  with  pushing  out  the  negative  thoughts  and 
reinforcing  positive  rational  thoughts  in  the  depressed  patient.  The  way  that 
this  is  achieved  is  by  the  psychologist  telling  the  patient  that  he  or  she  is  worth 
something  and  that  life  is  worth  living.  The  psychologist  usually  has  the  patient 
fill  out  a  questionnaire  about  himself  or  herself.  Then,  the  psychologist  can 
evaluate  the  patient’s  thoughts  and  feelings  and  help  them  think  more  positive 
thoughts.  Dr.  Edwards,  a  clinical  psychologist  who  also  teaches  psychology  at 
Purdue  University  North  Central,  practices  CBT  with  her  clients.  In  an  inter¬ 
view,  Dr.  Edwards  stated  that  she  believes  our  “cognitive  processes  are  strongly 
influenced  by  our  beliefs  and  expectations.”  The  beliefs  and  expectations 
that  the  patient  learns,  in  turn,  guide  their  behaviors  and  alter  their  emotional 
responses. 
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The  behavioral  component  deals  with  having  the  patient  change  his  or  her 
everyday  behavior  inside  and  outside  the  home.  The  psychologist  will  tell  the 
patient  to  get  out  of  bed  and  start  doing  things  around  the  house.  The  simplest 
forms  to  start  with  are  taking  a  shower,  getting  dressed,  and  eating  three  meals 
a  day.  Then,  the  psychologist  will  encourage  the  patient  to  get  out  of  the  home 
and  start  interacting  with  other  people.  These  activities  include  going  gro¬ 
cery  shopping,  going  out  to  eat  with  a  friend,  or  joining  an  athletic  club.  After 
awhile,  the  depressive  feelings  and  symptoms  will  begin  to  dissipate  one  by  one. 
The  patient  will  begin  to  interact  with  others  and  even  return  to  work.  Dr.  Ed¬ 
wards  believes  that  the  CBT  components  must  be  practiced  every  day  in  order 
for  the  patient  to  stay  positive  and  not  slip  back  into  a  depressive  episode. 

There  is  more  than  one  way  to  treat  an  individual  with  depression.  Pre¬ 
scribed  medications  are  often  used  to  help  the  patient  cope  with  the  horrible 
effects  of  depression.  A  number  of  antidepressant  medications  help  treat 
depression.  “The  tricyclic  antidepressants  (imipramine,  amittiptyline,  desipra- 
mine,  nortriptyline,  and  protriptyline)  are  commonly  prescribed  for  moderately 
to  severely  depressed  patients”  (Beck  et  al.  354).  The  purpose  of  these  medi¬ 
cations  is  to  help  stabilize  the  patient’s  thinking  and  help  keep  the  chemicals 
balanced  in  the  brain. 

I  decided  to  ask  Dr.  Edwards  what  she  thought  was  the  appropriate  circum¬ 
stances  for  using  either  CBT  or  antidepressant  medications  to  treat  an  indi¬ 
vidual  with  depression.  She  stated  that  the  answer  has  to  do  with  the  severity 
of  the  symptoms.  The  average  depressed  patient  has  psychological  symptoms 
of  feeling  withdrawn  from  the  world,  feeling  that  they  are  worthless  to  society, 
and  feeling  emptiness  inside.  The  average  patient’s  biological  symptoms  are 
the  refusal  to  eat,  insomnia,  and  fatigue.  Dr.  Edwards  suggests  using  medica¬ 
tion  instead  of  CBT  when  a  patient  is  having  suicidal  thoughts  or  is  severely 
fatigued.  The  antidepressant  medication  can  help  clear  the  patient’s  mind  of 
such  horrible  thoughts.  Also,  once  the  patient  is  prescribed  a  helpful  medica¬ 
tion,  they  will  be  ready  to  understand  and  benefit  from  the  CBT  sessions.  The 
patient  must  be  physically  and  mentally  prepared  when  starting  CBT,  so  they 
can  take  full  advantage  of  this  well  organized  therapy  (Edwards). 
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During  the  interview,  Dr.  Edwards  described  both  the  positive  and  nega¬ 
tive  effects  of  using  CBT  to  help  treat  depression.  The  most  important  posi¬ 
tive  effect  of  CBT  is  that  it  helps  the  patient  identify  cognitive  distortions  that 
they  used  in  the  past  without  knowing  it.  Once  the  patient  identifies  these 
distortions,  then  he  or  she  can  use  the  CBT  to  help  eliminate  the  distortions 
and  think  more  positive  and  pleasant  thoughts.  Another  positive  effect  of  CBT 
is  that  the  patient  can  retain  the  positive  cognitions  that  they  learned  during 
therapy,  and  reuse  them  in  the  future,  possibly  for  the  rest  of  their  lives.  CBT 
can  also  integrate  the  family  members  into  the  therapy,  so  they  can  help  the 
depressed  individual  with  positive  reinforcement  and  social  skills  outside  of  the 
psychologist’s  office. 

The  negative  effects  of  CBT  mainly  have  to  do  with  the  patient.  The  patient 

must  stay  focused  during  this  therapy  and  display  initiative  throughout  the 

\ 

whole  treatment.  The  therapy  will  fail  to  be  effective  and  beneficial  if  the  pa¬ 
tient  decides  there  is  no  hope  or  does  not  trust  the  psychologist. 

Another  question  that  I  asked  Dr.  Edwards  was  what  she  believes  are  the 
positive  and  negative  effects  of  using  antidepressant  medication  to  help  treat 
depression.  She  stated  that  one  positive  effect  is  that  medication  helps  keep 
symptoms  under  control.  The  medication  can  help  keep  the  patient  focused 
while  they  are  going  through  CBT.  Also,  antidepressant  medication  can  stabi¬ 
lize  the  patient’s  mood.  This  effect  will  prevent  the  patient  from  overreacting 
and  will  reduce  the  effects  of  irritations  that  the  patient  may  feel. 

The  negative  effects  of  antidepressant  medication,  however,  outweigh  the 
positive  effects  for  a  number  of  reasons.  First,  Dr.  Edwards  believes  that  the 
patient  can  develop  a  dependency  on  a  certain  drug.  Once  the  patient  is  taken 
off  of  the  drug,  they  can  suffer  from  severe  physical  and  mental  side  effects. 
These  side  effects  include  insomnia,  vomiting,  severe  depression,  and  migraines. 
Next,  most  antidepressant  medications  are  only  administered  for  a  specific 
length  of  time.  The  patient  could  run  out  of  a  certain  drug  that  helps  him  or 
her  function;  this  situation  could  then  lead  the  patient  back  to  his  or  her  past 
depressive  mood  swings.  Finally,  antidepressant  medications  can  produce  ter¬ 
rible  physical  and  mental  side  effects  to  the  patient  while  using  the  drug.  These 
side  effects  include  diarrhea,  dry  mouth,  and  night  sweats. 
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The  long-term  effects  of  using  CBT  or  antidepressant  medications  to  treat 
depression  are  mostly  positive,  but  somewhat  shocking  for  the  antidepressant 
medications.  The  long-term  effects  of  CBT  are  very  promising  and  well  trusted. 
“Over  75%  of  patients  show  significant  improvements”  (“Cognitive”).  “Of  the 
cognitive  therapy  patients,  78.9%  showed  marked  improvement  or  complete 
remission  by  the  end  of  therapy;  whereas,  only  20.0%  of  those  who  completed 
pharmacotherapy  showed  a  similar  degree  of  response”  (Beck  et  al.  391). 

Medication,  however,  has  a  mixture  of  positive  and  negative  long-term  ef¬ 
fects.  The  positive  long-term  effects  are  that  medication  can  help  balance  and 
control  the  chemicals  in  the  patient’s  brain.  The  shocking  part  of  antidepres¬ 
sant  medications  is  the  dropout  rates  for  the  depressed  patients.  “The  average 
dropout  rate  among  patients  receiving  active  medication  in  controlled  outpa¬ 
tient  drug  studies  is  generally  25-30%”  (Beck  et  al.  357).  The  overall  long-term 
effects  highly  favor  using  CBT  over  antidepressant  medications  when  it  comes 
to  treating  depression. 

The  final  question  that  I  asked  Dr.  Edwards  was  whether  she  thought  CBT 
had  a  promising  future.  She  believes  that  CBT  is  on  the  rise  because  it  is  a 
very  simple  therapy  and  easy  to  catch  on  to  for  the  patient.  CBT  works  so  well 
because  it  changes  the  person’s  distorted  thoughts,  which  allows  them  to  shift 
moods.  Dr.  Edwards  only  stated  one  problem  that  she  sees  in  the  future  of 
CBT.  The  one  drawback  is  that  CBT  is  not  directed  enough  toward  emotions. 
The  psychologist  can  sometimes  make  the  patient  over  think  instead  of  tending 
to  their  emotions.  Overall,  the  psychologist  and  patient  can  carefully  watch  and 
monitor  this  potential  problem,  so  this  concern  can  be  contained  and  should 
not  be  a  hassle  in  the  years  to  come. 

In  conclusion,  the  benefits  of  Cognitive  Behavioral  Therapy  substantially 
outweigh  the  benefits  of  medication  alone.  CBT  helps  the  individual’s  mind 
stay  positive  and  helps  them  become  more  socially  stable.  Dr.  Edwards  also 
believes  that  CBT  is  an  effective  way  to  treat  depression.  She  strongly  supports 
therapy  over  medication,  unless  the  patient  is  suicidal  or  cannot  function  before 
the  CBT  begins.  CBT  is  a  fast  growing  therapy  that  is  taking  the  place  of  medi¬ 
cation  day  by  day.  The  future  potential  of  this  therapy  is  very  promising  and 
rewarding. 
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Jonathan  Thomas 

A  Virtual  Microeconomy:  eBay 


The  online  auction  website,  eBay,  has  had  a  short  but  very  successful  life.  It 
is  one  of  the  only  successful  websites  to  make  it  out  of  the  Internet  Gold  Rush 
of  the  late  1990’s.  This  ‘garage  sale  of  the  world’  has  become  a  micro-economy 
of  its  own  with  the  Gross  Domestic  Product  of  a  small  nation.  The  history  of 
this  Internet  powerhouse  is  a  very  interesting  one,  and  despite  the  greatness  it 
has  achieved  in  such  a  short  time,  it  still  faces  many  challenges  that  will  define 
its  future. 

Pierre  Omidyar  founded  eBay,  then  called  Auctionweb,  in  1995  in  his  town 
house  in  San  Jose,  California.  It  had  modest  beginnings.  Popular  legend  has  it 
that  Omidyar’s  wife  was  complaining  one  day  that  she  had  no  one  with  whom 
to  trade  Pez  dispensers,  which  she  collected  (Cohen  18).  It  was  the  early  days 
of  the  development  of  the  Internet,  and  Omidyar  worked  in  computers.  Like 
everyone  in  computers  at  the  time,  he  was  obsessed  with  how  the  Internet  can 
be  used  to  make  money.  He  turned  to  the  Internet  to  fulfill  his  wife’s  wish  of 
having  people  with  whom  she  could  trade  Pez  dispensers.  Thus,  eBay  was  born. 

This  legend  is  of  course  not  true,  but  it  lends  itself  to  the  spirit  that  eBay 
embodies:  community  and  Ending  anything  known  to  man.  eBay  was  born, 
not  out  of  a  desire  for  Pez,  but  as  a  reaction  to  the  supposed  free  market  that 
America  claims  to  have.  Omidyar  was  disenfranchised  by  the  stock  market  when 
he  realized  that  a  group  of  insiders  were  making  all  the  money  and  not  just  any¬ 
one  could  join  in.  A  Libertarian  in  political  beliefs,  Omidyar  sought  to  create  a 
perfect  market  that  was  not  controlled  by  a  select  group  of  insiders  (Cohen  21). 
He  wanted  to  create  a  market  that  had  no  price  controls  but  what  the  market 
itself  demanded.  eBay  was  born  from  this  simple  concept.  Pierre  Omidyar’s 
describes  it  in  this  way: 

Instead  of  posting  a  classified  ad  saying  I  have  this  object  for  sale,  give 
me  a  hundred  dollars,  you  post  it  and  says  here’s  a  minimum  price.  If 
there’s  more  than  one  person  interested,  let  them  fight  it  out.  The  seller 
would  by  definition  get  the  market  price  for  the  item,  whatever  that 
might  be  on  a  particular  day.  (Cohen  20) 
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Taking  this  philosophy  into  account,  Omidyar  founded  Auctionweb  as  a 
hobby  on  Labor  Day  weekend,  spending  his  weekend  writing  the  computer 
code  necessary  to  implement  his  idea.  Interest  started  to  trickle  in  slowly  as  the 
next  few  months  went  by.  Omidyar  didn’t  think  much  would  come  of  his  little 
hobby  until  one  day  he  posted  a  laser  pointer  that  didn’t  work  anymore  for  sale. 
It  was  no  use  to  him  broken,  and  he  didn’t  want  to  just  throw  it  away;  he  had 
spent  $30  on  it.  For  a  couple  of  weeks  there  were  no  bidders,  but  soon  interest 
started  to  trickle  in,  and  at  the  end  of  the  auction,  the  broken  laser  pointer,  that 
he  had  clearly  labeled  ‘as  is,’  sold  for  $15.  (Cohen  4)  That’s  when  he  thought  he 
was  onto  something.  It  was  the  concept  that  someone  would  pay  for  something 
that  didn’t  work  and  knew  that.  eBay  was  born.  Over  the  next  few  months, 
thousands  began  to  flock  to  the  site,  and  Omidyar  had  to  quit  his  job  to  dedi¬ 
cate  himself  full  time  to  his  hobby 

eBay  rode  the  wave  of  the  Internet  Gold  Rush  and  survived  it  to  be  one  of 
the  few  successes.  eBay  is  a  success  of  e-commerce  but  “not  just  e-commerce, 
mind  you.  Commerce  [sic].  It’s  28  million  active  users  conducted  nearly  $15  bil¬ 
lion  of  transactions  via  the  web  site  in  2002  and  are  on  track  to  top  $20  billion 
this  year’’  (Lashinksky).  Alone  the  fashion  category  brought  in  $900  million  in 
business  to  the  site.  The  site  had  34  million  auctions  in  1998,  and  two  years 
later,  that  amount  was  265  million  (Lashinksky).  eBay  has  been  a  phenomenal 
success  in  the  virtual  world  and  the  real  world. 

The  major  appeal  of  eBay  is  not  necessarily  that  one  can  find  anything  their 
heart  so  desires  on  the  site,  but  in  the  fact  that  the  site  is  based  on  community. 

A  community  that  exists  not  only  in  the  virtual  world  but  in  the  real  world.  It 
is  not  Omidyar  who  made  the  site  into  what  it  was,  it  was  the  users.  CEO  Meg 
Whitman,  who  was  brought  in  by  Omidyar  in  the  early  days  to  run  the  business 
end  of  the  site,  says  that  “this  company  truly  is  built  by  it’s  community  of  users” 
(Lashinksky).  If  it  were  not  for  the  loyalty  of  its  users,  then  eBay  would  surely 
whither  and  die.  They  have  every  right  to  be  loyal;  nearly  100,000  users  make  a 
comfortable  living  buying  and  selling  on  the  site. 

eBay  has  brought  business  to  all  kinds  of  people  from  all  walks  of  life. 
Majorie  Smith  is  a  wheelchair-bound  person  who  runs  a  business  that  sells 
beanie  babies  on  eBay.  She  has  this  to  say  about  what  the  site  has  done  for  every 
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type  of  person,  “eBay  is  giving  us  little  folks  a  level  playing  field  with  everyone, 
from  big  companies  to  the  guy  next  door"  (qtd.  in  Horsburgh  et  al.).  Despite 
the  great  success  eBay  has  had  over  the  years,  it  is  not  without  its  detractors  and 
challenges.  eBay  is  a  breeding  ground  for  electronic  fraud  and  patent  infringe¬ 
ment  lawsuits. 

Jay  Nelson  started  his  eBay  business  a  few  years  ago  selling  computer 
equipment.  Soon,  though,  he  realized  he  could  rake  in  money  without  ever 
actually  shipping  anything.  He  began  to  put  things  up  for  sale  with  no  inten¬ 
tion  of  ever  shipping  them  or  of  them  even  existing.  People  would  pay  him,  and 
he  would  take  their  money.  When  his  username  got  suspended,  he  would  get 
another  one  and  do  it  all  over  again.  Altogether,  he  ended  up  fleecing  $200,000 
from  nearly  1,700  victims  on  eBay’s  and  Yahoo’s  auction  sites.  Nelson  himself 
called  it  “a  business  built  on  a  100%  profit  margin"  (Kirsner). 

He  did  not  go  without  notice  loug  before  the  United  States  Postal  Inspec¬ 
tors  were  on  his  trail;  he  was  eventually  caught.  But,  the  fact  that  creatures  like 
him  existed  in  the  first  place  is  the  issue  that  eBay  faces.  eBay  itself  continues  to 
play  down  the  threat  of  online  fraud  even  though  “auction  fraud  has  been  the 
biggest  source  of  complaint  to  the  Internet  Fraud  Complaint  center"  (Kirsner). 
Scott  Kirsner  goes  on  to  write,  “eBay  says  that  only  an  infinitesimal  fraction  of 
it’s  auctions  are  fraudulent,  but  ensuring  that  its  marketplace  is  a  safe  arena  for 
buying  and  selling  merchandise  is  crucial  to  the  company’s  growth."  eBay  is 
usually  quick  to  crack  down  on  would  be  fraudsters  on  it’s  site.  There  is  an  in¬ 
surance  plan  in  place  to  protect  buyers  who  get  fleeced,  but  it  is  only  a  pittance 
to  some  people  who  conduct  major  transactions  on  the  site.  The  maximum 
amount  of  insurance  claims  a  person  can  make  is  $250,  and  even  then,  there  is 
a  $25  deductible.  Many  do  not  even  bother  to  claim  the  insurance. 

eBay  has  been  hit  by  the  recession,  despite  its  ever  increasing  profits.  But 
market  forces  don’t  hurt  the  company  itself;  they  hurt  the  users.  In  Omidyar’s 
so  called  ‘perfect  market,’  users  have  been  hurt  by  falling  prices  due  to  the  sites 
own  popularity.  As  the  volume  of  sales  increase,  the  profit  margins  fall.  With  so 
many  auctions  going  on  at  one  time,  the  market  has  become  saturated.  Accord¬ 
ing  to  Saul  Hansell,  writing  for  The  New  York  Times,  “Only  45%  of  the  items  put 
up  for  auction  were  sold  this  past  year."  The  lack  of  sales  doesn’t  really  hurt 
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eBay.  The  site  collects  its  listing  fees  whether  or  not  an  item  sells,  so  the  user’s 
take  the  brunt  of  the  swing  of  market  conditions.  Given  that  the  site  is  sup¬ 
ported  by  its  users,  eBay  has  taken  a  lot  of  criticism  for  this. 

A  couple  of  years  ago,  it  was  only  small-time  moms  and  pops  selling  on 
eBay.  Now  large  corporations,  like  IBM  and  Disney,  are  turning  to  eBay  to  sell 
off  merchandise  they  cannot  sell  elsewhere,  such  as  refurbished  equipment  and 
items  that  have  passed  their  product  cycles.  These  big  companies  can  afford  to 
sell  their  items  cheaper,  thus,  undercutting  the  prices  of  the  average  seller  of  the 
site.  This  course  of  events  has  forced  a  sort  of  revolt  among  eBay’s  users,  and 
eBay  has  since  taken  measures  to  protect  the  small  sellers-measures  such  as 
denying  Disney  a  renewal  on  their  contract  and  holding  "eBay  hive’  conventions 
where  the  users  can  meet  the  people  who  run  their  site  and  voice  their  concerns 
(Lashinksky). 

eBay  has  also  been  hit  with  a  few  lawsuits.  Thomas  G.  Woolston,  a  Virginia 
inventor,  brought  a  major  suit  against  eBay.  Woolston  claims  to  have  patented 
the  process  by  which  eBay  conducts  it’s  fixed  price  sales,  also  known  as  “Buy  It 
Now,”  where  a  user  can  choose  to  buy  an  item  for  a  set  price  instead  of  bidding 
and  waiting  for  the  auction  to  end.  eBay  disputed  the  claims  heavily  and  stated 
that  the  patents  were  invalid.  A  jury  did  not  think  so.  In  May  of  2003  a  jury 
awarded  Woolston  $35  million  dollars  (“eBay  told”).  eBay  had  to  promise  they 
would  change  the  way  fixed  price  sales  would  work.  A  judge  later  lowered  the 
amount  to  $29.5  million  on  the  basis  that  eBay  didn’t  violate  the  patents  mali¬ 
ciously  and  no  irreparable  harm  was  done  to  Woolston  (“Verdict”). 

It  is  clear  now  that  since  eBay  is  an  established  titan  of  the  Internet  age, 
it  will  face  more  assaults  from  all  sides  simply  because  of  its  popularity.  Not 
everyone  out  there  likes  the  most  popular  kid  in  school,  and  that  is  the  situation 
eBay  is  facing  now.  For  now,  it  has  beaten  off  fraudsters  and  taken  the  hit  of  law¬ 
suits,  but  one  thing  is  clear-eBay  is  here  to  stay.  eBay  revolutionized  commerce 
on  the  Internet  and  continues  to  do  so  to  this  day,  but  it  has  a  tough  road  ahead 
of  it  as  it  ages.  However,  there  are  still  Pez  dispensers  and  broken  laser  pointers 
to  sell,  and  there  are  legions  of  people  ready  to  do  so.  As  long  as  eBay  continues 
to  have  the  support  of  its  users  and  stays  true  to  Omidyar’s  founding  vision,  it 
will  endure  for  years  to  come. 
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Paulita  Collins-Qualkenbush 

Tariffs  Contribute  to  the  Global  Economy 


A  global  economy  is  a  difficult  concept  for  some  to  accept.  It  is  easier  to  be 
comfortable  with  what  you  have  known  for  years  than  to  embrace  the  unknown 
and  step  into  something  that  arouses  fear  of  an  unstable  future.  The  domestic 
steel  industry  is  a  perfect  example  of  this  concept.  For  many  years,  those  who 
have  worked  at,  managed  and  owned  steel  mills  were  fearful  of  what  an  inter¬ 
national  or  global  economic  future  could  bring  to  the  domestic  steel  industry. 
Many  thought  that  allowing  foreign  companies  to  export  steel  to  the  United 
States  would  endanger  the  selling  price  per  ton  as  well  as  the  supply  and  de¬ 
mand  of  steel  in  this  country.  These  individuals,  a  lot  of  whom  were  steelwork¬ 
ers  fearful  of  losing  their  jobs,  felt  so  strongly  about  this  issue  that  they  formed 
alliances  with  local  government  officials  and  held  a  rally  in  Washington  D.C. 
to  push  President  George  W.  Bush  into  stopping  the  imports.  They  succeeded 
in  their  effort.  In  March  of  2002,  Bush  imposed  tariffs  on  foreign  steel  imports. 
What  the  tariff  supporters  didn’t  realize  at  the  time  was  that  they  were  also 
helping  to  establish  what  would  become  a  global  steel  industry.  The  tariffs  that 
were  imposed  on  unfairly  traded  steel  in  the  United  States  saved  the  domes¬ 
tic  steel  industry  from  extinction  and  paved  the  way  for  what  is  now  know  as 
the  “new  steer’-internationally  based  global  industry  that  relies  on  a  world 
economy. 

According  to  John  Mang  III,  Vice  President  &  General  Manager  at  Interna¬ 
tional  Steel  Group  (ISG),  Burns  Harbor,  there  were  two  reasons  why  the  tariffs 
were  successful: 

First  it  forced  the  steel  industry  to  wake  up  and  realize  that  steel  is  a  glo¬ 
balized  industry.  As  the  world  around  us  grew,  the  steel  industry  grew, 
and  we  had  to  do  something.  Second,  it  was  a  call  to  our  government  to 
protect  the  industry  from  unfairly  traded  steel.  They  [Russia  and  others] 
were  unloading  shiploads  of  hot  band  coil  for  $260  per  ton,  which  was 
less  than  our  manufacturing  cost.  These  shiploads  were  being  dumped 
here  in  the  U.S.  There  were  many  instances  of  this  happening. 
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The  dumping  of  steel  forced  domestic  companies  to  lower  their  steel  prices  in 
order  to  try  and  remain  competitive.  Unfortunately,  mills  were  losing  money 
and  could  no  longer  afford  to  remain  in  business.  “Forty  companies  disap¬ 
peared  because  they  were  taken  advantage  of  with  illegal  subsidized  imports. 
Forty- to-forty  five  percent  of  the  steel  in  the  U.S.  was  imports,”  explained  Paul 
Gipson,  President,  United  Steelworkers  of  America  Local  6787. 

During  the  twenty-one  months  that  the  tariffs  were  in  place,  many  of  the 
surviving  steel  companies  were  able  to  implement  strategic  changes  in  order  to 
become  more  competitive  globally.  Officials  from  the  American  Iron  and  Steel 
Institute  acknowledge  the  positive  impact  of  the  tariffs.  “Indeed,  18  months 
into  the  program,  steel  prices  have  increased,  overall  imports  are  down,  and 
several  major  consolidations  have  taken  place  (qtd.  in  Vinas  32).  As  a  result  of 
the  changes  taking  place  in  many  companies,  Doug  Henwood  of  The  Nation 
pointed  out  that  fewer  jobs  were  lost,  steel  prices  did  increase  and  production 
was  down  only  9.5%  versus  20.7%  prior  to  the  tariffs  being  imposed  (1). 

Consolidation  was  the  foundation  for  survival  of  the  industry.  Once  the 
tariffs  were  in  place,  companies  were  allowed  the  time  to  begin  looking  at  long 
term  strategic  plans  to  help  the  industry  recover  financially  and  compete  more 
effectively  in  a  global  market.  The  main  reason  that  consolidation  was  a  clear 
answer  was  that  there  were  too  many  companies  trying  to  compete  for  the  same 
business.  Gipson  explained  that  once  many  of  the  mills  closed  and  the  tariffs 
prohibited  cheaper  steel  from  being  imported,  the  survivors  were  then  able  to 
increase  steel  prices  above  the  12%  return  necessary  for  a  profitable  steel  com¬ 
pany.  Once  companies  began  operating  at  a  profitable  level,  the  survivors  began 
looking  for  additional  ways  to  consolidate  in  order  to  be  even  more  competitive 
against  foreign  steel  that  would  eventually  begin  to  make  its  way  into  the  United 
States  again.  Mang  claims  that  “ISG  was  able  to  purchase  LTV  for  a  fraction  of 
the  cost  once  it  was  closed.”  Not  only  did  this  purchase  enable  ISG  to  grow 
from  a  business  perspective,  but  it  allowed  thousands  of  steelworkers  to  return 
to  their  jobs. 

Mang  maintains  that  the  consolidation  is  ongoing  and  further  explained 
that  ISG  will  be  merging  with  ISPAT/Inland  Steel  to  become  Mittal  Steel.  This 
new  company  will  be  the  largest  international  steel  venture  in  the  world.  “This 
is  just  another  step  in  the  consolidation  on  a  global  level.  Mittal  operates  inter- 


31 


nationally  and  owns  companies  that  provide  some  of  the  raw  materials  used  in 
the  production  of  steel.”  ISG  is  a  prime  example  of  how  the  tariffs  benefited  a 
specific  company.  Originally,  ISG  was  Bethlehem  Steel,  one  of  the  strongest  steel 
companies  in  the  United  States  at  one  time.  After  filing  for  bankruptcy  protec¬ 
tion,  it  was  then  purchased  by  International  Steel  Group  and  will  become  Mittal 
Steel  in  2005.  A  company  struggling  to  survive  becomes  the  top  steel  producer 
in  the  world.  This  is  a  direct  result  of  the  tariffs  and  perseverance  by  those  who 
believed  that  the  steel  industry  was  worth  reviving  at  all  costs. 

The  tariffs  were  repealed  fifteen  months  earlier  than  originally  planned  by 
President  Bush  (Henwood  1).  This  was  a  result  of  the  World  Trade  Organization 
deeming  the  tariffs  illegal.  Foreign  countries  were  threatening  heavy  tariffs  on 
products  that  are  exported  from  the  United  States  if  the  steel  tariffs  were  not 
lifted.  In  order  to  avoid  this,  Bush  repealed  the  steel  tariffs  in  December,  2003. 
Many  experts  felt  that  lifting  the  tariffs  early  would  cause  significant  harm  to 
an  already  struggling  industry.  Thomas  J.  Usher,  Chairman  of  U.S.  Steel  Corp. 
explains,  “The  American  steel  industry  is  in  the  middle  of  an  historic  restructur¬ 
ing  effort,  having  invested  more  than  $3  billion  to  consolidate  ....  It  is  essential 
that  the  industry  not  be  subjected  to  a  renewed  surge  of  imports  because  of  an 
early  termination  or  weakening  of  the  safeguard  measures”  (qtd.  in  Petry  8). 
Andrew  Sharkey,  American  Iron  and  Steel  Institute  CEO  and  President  explains 
the  potential  impact  of  ending  the  tariffs  early: 

The  industry’s  got  a  great  track  record  in  what  it’s  been  able  to  do  in 
the  first  18  months  alone.  If  you  look  at  what  ISG,  U.S.  Steel  and  Nucor 
alone  have  invested,  it’s  roughly  $3.6  billion  in  this  process.  That  invest¬ 
ment  would  be  jeopardized,  and  the  prospects  of  additional  consolida¬ 
tion  and  restructuring  and  investment  in  the  industry  would  be  substan¬ 
tially,  if  not  totally,  eliminated,  (qtd.  in  Vinas  32) 

It  is  possible  that  continuing  the  tariffs  could  have  given  the  steel  industry 
additional  time  to  recover.  However,  specific  evidence  that  ending  the  tariffs 
early  caused  significant  harm  in  the  industry  is  difficult  to  End.  Much  of  the 
consolidation  had  taken  place  by  the  time  Bush  ended  the  tariffs  and  domestic 
steel  prices  were  at  an  all  time  high.  Thus,  it  is  difficult  to  agree  with  those  who 
argued  that  the  tariffs  must  remain  in  place  until  2005  in  order  for  the  industry 
to  completely  recover. 
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There  is  something  to  be  said  for  fighting  for  what  you  believe  in.  Would 
the  steel  industry  have  survived  without  the  tariffs?  It’s  unlikely,  considering 
the  imports  would  not  have  stopped  and  the  price  for  steel  was  so  low  that 
domestic  companies  could  no  longer  be  profitable.  Even  the  strongest  company 
can  survive  only  for  so  long  without  making  money.  Would  President  Bush 
have  imposed  the  tariffs  without  thousands  of  steelworkers  rallying  for  him  to 
do  so?  That  is  a  difficult  question  to  answer.  The  important  thing  to  remem¬ 
ber  is  that  an  industry  that  paved  the  way  for  the  industrialized  nation  that  we 
have  become  was  allowed  to  revive  itself.  Through  the  determination  of  those 
who  believed  in  the  industry  and  who  had  the  vision  to  see  the  idea  of  a  global 
economy  as  the  future,  the  steel  industry  is  strong  and  continues  to  thrive. 


Works  Cited 

Gibson,  Paul.  Personal  interview.  28  Oct.  2004. 

Henwood,  Doug.  “Steeling  for  2004.”  The  Nation  29  (Dec.  2003):  5-6.  OmniFile  Full  Text 
Mega  HWWilson.  Purdue  University  North  Central  Library.  28  Sept.  2004  <http:// 
wilsontxt.hwwilson.com/ search>. 

Mang,  John.  Personal  interview.  28  Oct.  2004 

Petry,  Corrina  C.  “President  Bush  between  a  Tariff  and  a  Hard  Place.”  Metal  Center  News  (Dec.  2003): 
6- .  Business  Source  Premier.  EBSCO.  Purdue  University  North  Central  Library.  28  Sept.  2004 
<http://search.epnet.com>. 

Vinas,  Tonya.  “D-Day  for  Steel.”  Industry  Week  (Sept.  2003):  30-  .  OmniFile  Full  Text  Mega.  Wilson. 
Purdue  University  North  Central  Library.  28  Sept.  2004  <http://wilsontxt.hwwilson.com/ 
search>. 


33 


Office  of  the  Governor 
Statehouse  Room  206 
200  W.  Washington  St. 
Indianapolis,  IN  46204 


Dear  Governor  Daniels: 

Enclosed  is  my  proposal  that  cell  phones  should  be  banned  while  operat¬ 
ing  a  vehicle  in  the  state  of  Indiana.  As  of  this  moment,  there  are  no  laws  in  our 
state  forbidding  this  action,  and  the  consequences  are  startling.  A  significant 
amount  of  people  dies  each  year  because  of  a  driver’s  distraction  with  a  cell 
phone.  Accepting  my  proposal  would  not  only  decrease  motor  vehicle  accidents 
caused  by  distraction,  but  it  would  also  allow  Hoosiers  to  feel  safer  on  the 
road.  I  honestly  believe  that  if  you  accept  my  proposal  that  Indiana  would  be  a 
pacesetter  for  other  states  to  devise  similar  laws.  Thank  you  for  taking  time  out 
of  your  day  to  read  and  consider  my  proposal. 

Sincerely, 
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Rachel  Maxin 

A  Deadly  Distraction 


Schoolteacher  Patricia  Pena  doesn’t  need  you  to  pass  a  bill  to  inform  her 
of  a  highly  neglected  problem  facing  society.  “1  watched  my  daughter  die,”  says 
the  mother  of  the  now  deceased  two-year-old  Morgan  Lee  Pena  (qtd.  in  Tyre 
and  Scelfo).  Patricia’s  beautiful  baby  girl  was  killed  in  her  car  seat  in  Hilltown, 
Pennsylvania  because  a  motorist  was  distracted  with  his  cell  phone  (Tyre  and 
Scelfo).  Now  the  leader  for  Advocates  for  Cell  Phone  Safety,  Patricia  speaks  at 
many  Congressional  meetings  in  an  attempt  to  educate  skeptical  legislators. 
Although  her  efforts  are  extraordinary,  governors  like  you  are  still  wary  of  pass¬ 
ing  the  various  bills  that  are  necessary  for  banning  the  use  of  cell  phones  while 
driving  (“Subcommittee”).  As  the  newly  elected  Indiana  governor,  you  are  going 
to  be  faced  with  making  several  tough  decisions  concerning  the  passage  of  state 
bills.  My  hope,  however,  is  that  by  the  conclusion  of  this  paper,  you  will  come  to 
realize  that  passing  a  bill  in  favor  of  banning  cell  phones  while  driving  is  one  of 
the  easiest  decisions  you’ll  ever  make. 

To  support  my  position,  1  will  first  discuss  how  cell  phones  are  a  prominent 
distraction  in  automobiles.  In  fact,  research  by  David  Ropeik  and  George  Gray 
of  Consumer’s  Research  Magazine  has  identified  three  ways  that  cell  phones  can 
distract  a  motorist.  First,  cell  phone  use  while  driving  is  a  visual  distraction.  If 
a  woman  searches  for  her  phone  that  is  tucked  away  in  her  purse,  or  if  a  man 
dials  a  number  to  complete  a  call,  these  people  are  interrupting  their  driving 
task  by  taking  their  eyes  off  of  the  road.  Second,  the  simple  act  of  holding  a  cell 
phone  up  to  one’s  ear  while  driving  is  a  biomechanical  distraction.  By  taking 
their  hands  off  of  the  wheel,  motorists  are  reducing  the  amount  of  control  they 
have  over  the  vehicle.  Therefore,  these  drivers  are  increasing  their  chances  of 
being  involved  in  accidents  or  collisions.  Third,  and  key  to  the  discussion,  cell 
phone  use  while  driving  is  a  cognitive  distraction.  When  drivers  pay  attention  to 
their  conversations,  they  are  greatly  reducing  their  attentiveness  to  driving.  With 
all  three  of  these  distractions  combined,  it  is  no  wonder  that  cell  phone  use  has 
accounted  for  roughly  3,000  deaths  a  year  in  the  Untied  States  alone  (Ropeik 
and  Gray). 
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Another  particularly  frightening  reality  is  that  people  who  drive  while 
having  a  conversation  on  a  mobile  phone  might  as  well  be  driving  drunk.  The 
New  England  Journal  oj  Medicine  reported  that  collision  rates  for  drivers  us¬ 
ing  cell  phones  were  roughly  the  same  as  for  drivers  who  were  driving  drunk 
(Tyre  and  Scelfo).  In  another  study  of  driving  performance,  mobile  phone  use 
while  driving  has  been  shown  to  affect  the  ability  to  react,  the  ability  to  swerve, 
and  the  ability  to  execute  difficult  driving  tasks  (Ropeik  and  Gray).  The  New 
England  Journal  of  Medicine  has  also  recently  reported  that  motorists  who  use 
cell  phones  are  four  times  more  likely  to  crash  their  vehicles.  Considering  these 
indicators  of  distraction  for  motorists  who  use  a  cell  phone  while  driving,  the 
fact  that  bills  restricting  cell  phone  use  are  not  being  passed  by  our  state  legisla¬ 
tors  leaves  several  Hoosiers  astonished.  A  poll  conducted  by  Fox  59  News  in 
Indianapolis  reported  that  59%  of  Indiana  residents  wish  that  people  were  not 
allowed  to  use  cell  phones  while  driving.  Therefore,  it  appears  that  enacting  a 
state-wide  ban  would  satisfy  the  majority  of  the  people  in  our  state. 

In  case  the  previous  evidence  does  not  sufficiently  convince  you  of  my  ar¬ 
gument,  I  am  going  to  clear  up  some  misconceptions  that  you  and  other  gover¬ 
nors  may  have.  You  may  believe  that  cell  phones  should  not  be  banned  because 
then,  accordingly,  other  distractions,  such  as  CD  players  and  conversations  with 
passengers,  should  be  banned  from  cars  too.  However,  you  are  probably  not 
aware  that  drivers  are  more  distracted  by  talking  on  a  mobile  phone  than  by 
talking  to  another  person  in  the  vehicle  (Ropiek  and  Gray).  Also,  according  to 
Paul  Atchley,  a  University  of  Kansas  psychology  professor: 

Most  of  us,  when  we  are  driving  and  the  traffic  is  really  heavy,  just  ig¬ 
nore  the  radio.  We  can  selectively  turn  that  off.  Similarly,  in-car  conver¬ 
sations  differ  because  both  parties  are  aware  of  traffic  conditions  and 
can  discontinue  their  conversation  if  things  get  too  complicated,  (qtd.  in 
uHand  Cell”) 

So  it  seems  very  clear  that  a  serious  distraction  while  operating  a  vehicle  is  cell 
phone  use. 

Even  knowing  the  facts  about  how  cell  phones  are  distracting,  some  people 
will  still  protest  that  this  technology  is  crucially  important  in  emergency  situ¬ 
ations.  These  people  are  clearly  not  aware  of  the  special  exceptions  that  a  re- 
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cently  proposed  ban  entails.  In  early  2004,  Indiana  Representative  Rose  Antich 
Carr  proposed  a  statewide  cell  phone  ban.  Her  bill  states  that  motorists  would 
be  allowed  to  make  calls  from  their  phones  in  emergency  situations.  In  addi¬ 
tion,  drivers  would  be  allowed  to  use  hands-free  cell  phone  devices  that  they 
could  easily  hook  up  in  their  cars  (Geller). 

As  logical  as  Carr's  proposal  is  for  the  safety  of  Hoosiers  throughout  our 
state,  this  bill  has  not  yet  been  passed.  Obviously  enough  legislators  did  not 
think  that  driving  a  vehicle  while  immensely  distracted  was  a  very  important 
issue.  Luckily,  in  about  a  dozen  states,  legislators  think  that  this  law  is  worthy  of 
fighting  for.  Although  a  ban  on  cell  phones  may  seem  shocking,  I  am  sure  you 
have  heard  of  the  cell  phone  law  New  York  adopted  in  November  of  2001.  New 
York  Governor  George  Pataki  happily  signed  the  bill  into  a  law.  He  states,  “Driv¬ 
ing  a  car  is  a  serious  responsibility  that  requires  the  attention,  the  full  attention, 
of  the  driver”  (qtd.  in  “New  York  Hand-held”).  Similar  to  Representative  Carr’s 
proposal,  the  New  York  law  allows  cell  phones  to  be  utilized  during  emergency 
situations  (“New  York  Hand-held”).  In  New  York  City,  car  accident  rates  are 
already  down  23%  from  2003,  and  fatalities  from  accidents  have  plummeted 
since  2001  (Donahue).  Whether  this  is  an  aftereffect  of  the  cell  phone  ban  is 
unknown,  but  these  numbers  are  certainly  enough  incentive  to  pass  Representa¬ 
tive  Carr’s  bill  into  law. 

I  assume  that  you  will  take  all  of  my  points  about  a  statewide  cell  phone 
ban  into  account  after  reading  this.  Based  on  that  assumption,  I  now  ask  that 
you  take  every  action  in  your  power  as  the  Governor  of  Indiana  to  support  Rep¬ 
resentative  Carr’s  bill.  By  educating  and  encouraging  the  state  legislators,  you 
will,  hopefully,  change  their  negative  attitudes  toward  the  bill.  I  can  honestly  tell 
you  that  I  can  think  of  no  harm  that  could  come  from  such  a  ban.  Not  only  will 
accident  rates  decrease,  but  the  people  of  Indiana  could  also  help  pave  the  way 
for  future  safety.  Patricia  Pena  declares: 

Twenty  years  ago  legislators  considered  enacting  laws  regulating  drink¬ 
ing  and  driving.  The  question  was  then,  will  it  save  lives?  It  did.  Ten 
years  ago  legislators  considered  enacting  laws  regulating  seat  belt  use. 
The  question  was  then,  will  it  save  lives?  It  did.  Today  legislators  con¬ 
sider  enacting  laws  regulating  cell  phone  use  while  driving.  The  question 
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is  now,  will  it  save  lives?  It  will,  (qtd  in  “Subcommittee") 

As  the  newly  elected  Governor  of  Indiana,  you  possess  the  opportunity  to  create 
positive  change.  You  hold  the  power  to  influence  the  decisions  of  others,  and 
you  ultimately  have  the  ability  to  pave  the  way  for  the  future.  New  York  Gover¬ 
nor  George  Pataki  will  be  remembered  as  a  visionary  by  most  of  the  people  of 
his  state.  How  will  you  be  remembered? 
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Brenda  Darrol 

Developing  a  White  Racial  Consciousness 


Attempts  to  explain  human  social  behavior  must  encompass  both  the  psy¬ 
chological  and  sociological  forces  that  impinge  on  the  individual.  The  held  of 
social  psychology  encompasses  the  scientific  study  of  how  people  think  about, 
influence,  and  relate  to  one  another;  studies,  experiments,  and  testable  theories 
confirm  that  human  beings  generally  act  and  react  in  predictable  ways,  often 
without  conscious  deliberation.  Recognizing  these  constraints  enables  an  episte¬ 
mological  uncovering  of  the  roots  of  human  trust  and  distrust.  Its  application  to 
socially  constructed,  racialized  identities  means  that  initial  discomfort  is  clearly 
surmountable.  The  intellectual  capacity  for  learning,  coupled  with  at  least  an 

interest  in  social  justice,  suggests  that  demystifying  unconscious  responses  can 

\ 

lead  to  greater  understanding  and  embrace  of  those  once  perceived  as  other. 

The  ability  to  define  an  individual  or  group  as  other  rests  with  those  in 
power  at  specific  times.  European  colonization  and  expansion  in  North  America 
resulted  in  a  “self-designation  for  Europeans  as  white,  developed  in  the  context 
of  contact  with  darker-skinned  peoples  of  both  Africa  and  the  Americas  whom 
Europeans  called  black  and  red,  respectively”  (J.  Feagin  197).  Interestingly,  Irish 
immigrants  were  initially  made  distinct  from  white  Europeans  through  stereo¬ 
typical  images  that  simianized  their  features;  for  example,  caricaturist  Thomas 
Nast’s  cartoons  in  Harper’s  Weekly  epitomized  the  “ape-like”  working-class  Irish 
who  struggled  with  poverty  (J.  Feagin  108-109). 

Nevertheless,  people  of  Irish  descent  eventually  came  to  be  considered 
white,  propelled  perhaps  by  their  not  insignificant  antipathy  toward  African 
Americans;  it  was  concomitant  with  their  growth  in  economic  and  political 
power.  Frederick  Douglass  observed  in  1853  that  “the  Irish,  who  at  home,  read¬ 
ily  sympathize  with  the  oppressed  everywhere,  are  instantly  taught  when  they 
step  upon  our  soil  to  hate  and  despise  the  Negro”  (qtd.  in  Ignatiev). 

This  saliency  of  race  belies  its  fluidity;  although  incremental,  changes 
in  definition  do  occur.  Correspondingly,  it  is  important  to  recognize  that  the 
cultural  emphasis  on  race  as  a  master  status  is  socially  constructed.  In  fact, 
anthropologists  and  modern  biologists  note  that  science  shows  there  is  no  dis- 
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tinctive  biological  reality  called  race.  Inter-group  blending  over  many  centuries 
“makes  it  impossible  to  sort  human  being  into  unambiguously  distinctive  ‘races’ 
on  genetic  grounds”  (J.  Feagin  7).  While  slight  genetic  differences  exist  among 
geographically  scattered  groups,  the  significance  of  ascribed  race  is  socially,  not 
scientifically,  constructed  (7). 

Indeed,  the  United  States’  infamous  “one  drop  rule”  was  determined  by  the 
weighted  importance  of  even  unrecognizable  familial  membership  in  a  socially 
devalued  group.  Race,  and  the  consequences  of  identity  in  a  racialized  group,  is 
most  often  linked  to  value-laden  differences  in  physical  characteristics.  Sociolo¬ 
gist  Oliver  C.  Cox  considers  race  to  be  “people  who  are  distinguished,  or  con¬ 
sider  themselves  distinguished,  in  social  relations  with  other  peoples,  by  their 
physical  characteristics”Q.  Feagin  and  C.  Feagin  8).  Furthermore,  W.I.  Thomas 
observed  in  his  Thomas  theorem  that  if  people  perceive  situations  as  real,  then 
they  are  real  in  their  consequences  (Henslin  96).  The  implications  of  this  falla¬ 
cious  social  construction  of  reality  demand  inquiry  into  whether  steps  can  be 
taken  that  enable  stereotyped  heuristics  to  be  deconstructed. 

Self-concept,  including  multiple  roles,  attributions,  and  racial  membership, 
helps  formulate  the  mental  templates  we  use  in  order  to  organize  our  world. 
Self-schemas  powerfully  affect  the  way  information  is  perceived,  remembered, 
and  evaluated  (Myers  21).  Thus,  the  development  of  a  racial  identity  typically 
means  that  others  are  viewed  through  a  racial  lens  that  is  implicit  with  in-group, 
self-serving  bias. 

The  issue  of  privilege  extended  to  in-group  whites  is  a  significant  source  of 
consternation  for  blacks  who  cannot  help  but  see  it  and  for  whites  who  begin 
to  recognize  its  existence.  Yet,  in  order  to  preserve  a  positive  self-image,  whites 
may  claim  they  don’t  notice  color  or  don’t  treat  people  differently  based  on 
color.  Clearly  an  emotional  issue,  whites  may  fail  to  critically  consider  if  they 
have  benefited  in  circumstances  when  a  person  of  color  probably  does  not. 

There  are  numerous  useful  questions  to  consider  when  determining  wheth¬ 
er  one  has  benefited  from  privilege  derived  through  racism.  For  instance,  whites 
should  consider:  if  their  ancestors  were  legal  immigrants  to  this  country  when 
immigrants  from  Asia,  South  and  Central  America,  or  Africa  were  restricted;  if 
their  ancestors  came  of  their  own  free  will  and  never  had  to  relocate  unwillingly; 


42 


if  they  live  on  land  that  belonged  to  Native  Americans;  if  they  or  their  parents 
went  to  racially  segregated  schools;  if  they  were  encouraged  to  go  on  to  college 
by  teachers,  parents,  or  other  advisors,  if  they  received  job  training  in  a  program 
where  there  were  few  or  no  people  of  color;  if  they  received  a  job,  job  interview, 
job  training,  or  internship  through  personal  connections  of  family  or  friends; 
if  they  work  in  a  job,  career,  or  profession  or  in  an  agency  or  organization  in 
which  there  are  few  people  of  color;  if  their  parents  were  able  to  vote  in  any 
election  they  wanted  without  worrying  about  poll  taxes,  literacy  requirements, 
or  other  forms  of  discrimination;  if  they  can  always  vote  for  candidates  who 
reflect  their  race;  if  they  live  in  a  neighborhood  that  has  better  police  protection 
and  municipal  services  and  is  safer  than  one  where  people  of  color  live;  if  they 
see  people  who  look  like  themselves  in  a  wide  variety  of  roles  on  television  and 
the  movies;  if  skin  color  need  not  be  a  factor  in  where  they  choose  to  live;  if  they 
can  choose  when  and  where  they  want  to  respond  to  racism;  and  if  they  do  not 
need  to  think  about  race  and  racism  every  day  (Kivel  32-34).  This  exhaustive 
list  uncovers  the  ways  that,  historically  and  through  inheritance,  whites  have 
benefited  from  racism. 

Yet,  racism  does  not  exist  without  social  cost  to  whites.  Paul  Kivel  suggests 
how  whites  are  diminished  using  this  checklist:  if  they  did  not  meet  people 
of  color  in  person,  or  socially,  before  they  were  well  into  the  teen  years;  if  they 
grew  up  in  a  household  where  they  heard  derogatory  racial  terms  or  racial 
jokes,  if  they  don’t  know  exactly  what  their  European  American  heritage  is, 
what  their  great-grandparents’  names  were,  or  what  regions  or  cities  their  ances¬ 
tors  are  from;  if  they  have  felt  that  “white”  culture  was  “wonder  bread”  culture;  if 
they  have  been  sexually  attracted  to  a  person  from  another  racial  group  because 
it  seemed  exotic,  exciting,  or  a  challenge;  if  they  are  not  in  a  close  significant 
relationship  with  any  people  of  color  in  their  lives  right  now;  if  a  relationship 
with  another  white  person  has  been  damaged  because  of  disagreements  about 
racism;  if  they  have  felt  racial  tension  in  a  situation  and  were  afraid  to  say  or  do 
anything  about  it;  if  they  have  accepted  unnecessary  limits  on  their  basic  civil 
liberties  because  of  social  fears  that  people  of  color  are  dangerous;  and  if  they 
have  been  nervous  or  fearful  or  found  themselves  “stiffening  up”  when  encoun¬ 
tering  people  of  other  races  in  a  neutral  situation  (for  example,  in  an  elevator) 
(47-49). 


Sometimes  whites  may  feel  angry,  tired,  or  weary  about  dealing  with  rac¬ 
ism  and  hearing  about  racial  affairs  (Kivel  49).  It  is  important  to  recognize  that 
whites  can  walk  away  from  race:  it  is  over  when  they  go  home.  With  blacks,  it  is 
seldom  so  easy.  (Lelyveld  xv).  Civil  rights  activist  and  well-known  actor  Danny 
Glover  stated,  “Every  day  of  my  life  I  walk  with  the  idea  1  am  black,  no  matter 
how  successful  I  am"  (“Danny  Glover’1  40). 

Celebrity  aside,  significant  differences  in  income  reflect  skewed  opportuni¬ 
ties  for  access  to  resources.  In  1999  whites’  median  income  was  $54,121;  blacks’ 
median  income  was  $31,663.  Poverty  rates  in  that  same  year  reflected  inequal¬ 
ity;  whites’  rate  was  7.75%  while  blacks’  was  noticeably  higher  at  23.6%.  Since 
education  levels  strongly  influence  income  levels,  it  is  not  surprising  that  15.5% 
of  blacks  were  college  graduates  in  1999,  yet  27.7%  of  whites  earned  at  least  a 
bachelor’s  degree  (Marger  289-291). 

The  just  world  phenomenon  results  from  an  inherent  need  to  embrace  the 
belief  that  people  both  deserve  what  they  get  and,  conversely,  get  what  they 
deserve.  Mimicking  the  American  ideology  of  individualism,  each  person  is 
held  solely  responsible  for  his  or  her  own  success.  Thus,  people  in  lower  social 
classes  deserve  their  status  in  the  hierarchy  because  of  something  they  did  or 
did  not  do.  Relatedly,  researchers  have  found  that  even  merely  observing  an  in¬ 
nocent  person  being  victimized  is  enough  to  make  the  victim  seem  less  worthy 
(Myers  244).  This  enables  those  whp  possess  a  level  of  accumulated  wealth  to 
view  those  with  less  as  undeserving;  political  rhetoric  using  the  attention-get¬ 
ting  power  of  extreme  cases  can  harness  and  direct  the  psychological  malle¬ 
ability  of  the  middle  class  to  ensure  the  continued  reproduction  of  the  existing 
social  hierarchy. 

Reinforcing  the  middle  class’  views  of  the  other  as  possessing  substantially 
different  values  and  beliefs  need  only  focus  on  delivering  an  emotional  appeal. 
Using  this  peripheral  route  to  persuasion  trains  the  target’s  focus  on  cues  that 
trigger  acceptance  without  much  thinking;  for  example,  media,  such  as  bill¬ 
boards  and  television  commercials,  provide  visual  images  that  are  accessible  in 
brief  periods  of  time  (Myers  150). 

George  H.W.  Bush’s  1988  use  of  African  American  William  Horton’s  image 
and  arrest  for  the  rape  of  a  woman  while  on  furlough  from  prison  reinforced 
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the  image  of  the  dangerous  black  rapist;  its  emotional  message  of  fear  and 
anger  sought  to  encourage  voters  to  support  Republicans  and  their  get-tough- 
on-crime  agenda.  Despite  the  half-life  of  dramatic  visual  images,  it  is  important 
to  recognize  that  crime  tends  to  be  intra-racial.  White  fears  aside,  it  most  often 
occurs  within  a  racial  group  (Siegel  55). 

Using  the  central  route  to  persuasion  requires  that  an  audience  be  ana¬ 
lytical  and  motivated;  they  must  be  willing  to  sustain  an  effort  at  processing 
information  (Myers  151).  While  it  is  not  difficult  to  employ  this  methodology 
when  shopping  for  a  tool  or  an  appliance,  what  does  not  appear  to  be  directly 
related  to  immediate  self-interest  hinders  the  effort  required  for  critical  consid¬ 
eration  of  issues  such  as  the  perception  of  vulnerability  to  interracial  violence. 
Yet,  research  of  crime  rates  reveals  that  in  1999,  61%  of  those  arrested  for  rape 
were  white;  the  remaining  39%  were  distributed  among  minority  group  mem¬ 
bers  (Siegel  224).  Given  the  visual  script  of  the  dangerous  African  American,  it 
is  not  uncommon  for  whites  to  lock  their  car  doors  or  tighten  grips  on  purses 
and  wallets  when  a  black  male  is  near  (Kivel  66). 

When  automatic  emotional  reactions  linger  after  more  blatant  prejudice 
subsides,  it  demonstrates  the  dual  attitude  system.  Less  prejudiced  people 
attempt  to  consciously  suppress  unwanted  thoughts  or  feelings;  people  may 
possess  both  explicit  (conscious)  and  implicit  (automatic)  attitudes  toward  the 
same  target  (Myers  223).  Essentially,  it  seems  that  the  brain’s  higher-ordered 
cortex  is  less  able  to  moderate  the  limbic  system’s  emotional  response  when  a 
visual  cue  has  been  associated  with  danger. 

As  an  individual  seeks  to  discard  racist  thoughts  and  takes  deliberate  steps 
to  relate  to  others  as  individuals,  it  involves  the  methodology  of  learning  a  new 
skill.  Often  attributed  to  Abraham  Maslow,  this  model  suggests  that  we  operate 
at  one  of  four  skill  levels:  unconscious  incompetence,  conscious  incompetence,  con¬ 
scious  competence ,  and,  finally,  unconscious  competence.  At  this  final  level,  the  skill 
becomes  second  nature  (S.  A.  Beebe,  S.  J.  Beebe,  and  Redmond  154). 

Not  surprisingly,  people  often  stumble  when  they  move  toward  the  level  of 
unconscious  competence.  Decatur,  Georgia  is  home  to  the  Assembly  of  God  Tab¬ 
ernacle.  The  church  has  been  broaching,  through  its  integrated  membership, 
the  “most  segregated  hour  in  America.”  When  whites  and  blacks  attend  ser- 
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vices  together,  attempts  to  enmesh  diverse  styles  of  worship  dismay  older  white 
parishioners.  White  usher  Howard  Pugh  shakes  his  finger  at  81-year-old  Roy 
Denson;  Denson  is  spotted  leaving  the  service  when  a  yellow-suited,  black  solo¬ 
ist  embroiders  traditional  hymns  with  improvisational  riffs  (Correspondents  of 
The  New  York  Times  3).  Denson  recalls  his  56  years  of  membership  and  how  he 
helped  erect  the  building  with  his  own  hands.  He  worries  that  blacks  are  taking 
it  over  and  that  whites  are  allowing  it  to  happen.  Though  not  comfortable  with 
recent  changes  himself,  Pugh  asks  the  elderly  man  whether  he  would  walk  out 
of  heaven  too  (Sack  4). 

Likewise,  black  members  seem  cautiously  optimistic  about  sharing  church 
with  whites.  When  it  is  time  for  members  to  greet  and  receive  each  other,  six- 
foot-seven  Ruben  Burch  makes  a  point  of  approaching  elderly  white  people  in 
order  to  evaluate  their  acceptance.  Madge  Mayo,  85,  could  never  have  imagined 
hugging  a  black  man,  but  she  has  been  moved  by  the  kindness  of  those  she  has 
come  to  know  personally.  Burch  and  Mayo  embrace;  Burch  observes  that  “30  or 
40  years  ago,  I  would  have  been  hung  for  just  touching  this  lady”  (Sack  5). 

Even  personal  associations  may  not  be  enough  to  discount  broad  stereo¬ 
types.  The  concept  of  the  ultimate  attribution  error  has  profound  implications 
on  personal,  national,  and  even  international  levels.  When  considering  the 
motivations  behind  behavior,  each  person  sees  their  own  behavior  as  reflecting 
the  influence  of  the  situation ;  however,  others’  behavior  is  considered  to  be  charac¬ 
ter-based.  Joe  R.  Feagin,  author  of  Racist  America  adds: 

.  .  .  those  with  strong  stereotypes  attribute  negative  behavior  by  mem¬ 
bers  of  that  out-group  to  its  alleged  group  characteristics.  (That’s  the 
way  they  are.)  However,  when  they  see  positive  actions  or  accomplish¬ 
ments  by  individuals  in  the  out-group,  they  often  attribute  that  to  the 
uniqueness  of  the  situation  rather  than  to  group  characteristics.  They 
will  argue  in  the  latter  case  that  the  person  is  an  exception  to  the  group 
....(111) 

Another  avenue  relating  to  self-serving  bias  can  include  reference  to  a 
color-blind  society.  By  asserting  that  America  provides  egalitarian  opportunities 
for  all,  regardless  of  race,  it  follows  that  race  does  not  matter.  However,  ignor¬ 
ing  race  is  problematic.  Michael  Eric  Dyson  explains,  “the  goal  should  not  be 
to  transcend  race,  but  to  transcend  the  biased  meanings  associated  with  race. 
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ronically,  the  very  attempt  to  transcend  race  by  denying  its  presence  reinforces 
its  power  to  influence  perceptions  because  it  gains  strength  in  secrecy”  (qtd.  in 
Ferber  152). 

In  1984,  psychologist  Janet  E.  Helms  stimulated  discourse  on  white  identity 
development  by  proposing  that  whites  follow  a  five-stage  process  of  developing 
racial  consciousness.  Her  later  work  included  an  updated  theory  with  develop¬ 
mental  processes  for  both  people  of  color  and  white  people.  (Leach,  Behrens, 
and  LaFleur  67).  Her  conception  of  status  included  the  important  observation 
that  people  employ  a  sequential  process  in  which  increasingly  more  sophisticat¬ 
ed  differentiations  of  the  ego  evolve  from  earlier  or  less  mature  statuses  (Leach, 
Behrens,  and  LaFleur  68). 

The  first  of  the  statuses  is  Contact.  During  this  process,  the  person  expe¬ 
riences  denial,  obliviousness,  or  avoidance  of  anxiety-provoking  racial  infor¬ 
mation.  During  Disintegration ,  disorientation,  confusion,  and  suppression  of 
information  occur.  The  third  stage,  Reintegration ,  involves  the  distortion  of 
information  in  an  own-group-enhancing  manner.  The  Emersion-Immersion  status 
includes  reeducating  oneself  and  searching  for  internally  defined  racial  stan¬ 
dards.  The  final  stage,  Autonomy ,  allows  flexible  analyses  and  responses  to  racial 
material  (Leach,  Behrens,  and  LaFleur  67). 

Helms  was  careful  to  caution  that  although  the  ego  selects  the  dominant 
status  to  interpret  the  situation  and  schemata  then  responds  accordingly  the 
secondary  statuses  are  present  and  accessible  under  the  right  circumstances. 
Furthermore,  she  noted  that  perhaps  the  term  "blended  statuses  was  a  more 
accurate  construct  than  inferring  that  one  status  was  always  distinct  from  an¬ 
other  (Leach,  Behrens,  and  LaFleur  68). 

The  theoretical  framework  of  white  racial  consciousness  maintains  that  at¬ 
titudes  are  acquired  through  observational  learning;  they  are  thought  to  change 
through  direct  or  observational  experiences  that  are  inconsistent  with  previous 
attitudes.  Seven  attitudes  are  grouped  into  two  dimensions:  unachieved  status 
and  achieved  status  (Leach,  Behrens,  and  LaFleur,  68). 

Rowe,  et  al,  describe  unachieved  status  attitudes  as:  dependent ,  as  when  atti¬ 
tudes  are  determined  by  significant  other  (lacks  exploration);  dissonant,  as  when 
uncertain  about  attitudes  (lacks  commitment);  avoidant,  as  when  possessing 
attitudes  that  ignore  or  minimize  the  importance  of  racial  issues  (lacks  both). 
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Achieved  statuses  result  from  deliberate  personal  consideration  and  commit¬ 
ment  to  specific  attitudes  toward  racial  material.  These  attitudes  are:  conflictive, 
as  when  attitudes  are  based  on  rugged  individualism  yet  support  overt  fairness; 
dominative,  possessing  pro-white,  ethnocentric  attitudes;  integrative-pragmatic, 
as  exhibiting  positive  racial  attitudes;  and  reactive ,  showing  strong  pro-minority 
attitudes  (Leach,  Behrens,  and  LaFleur  70). 

The  concept  of  epigenesis  allows  that  previous  attributes  are  retained 
despite  the  development  of  subsequent  statuses.  Further,  dominance  explains 
which  status  is  manifest,  although  dominance  is  not  absolute  (Leach,  Behrens, 
and  LaFleur  71).  Rather,  it  is  merely  predominant  over  existing  latent  statuses. 
Consequently,  a  person  can  profess  and  believe  that  they  have  overcome  preju¬ 
dice  but  still  retain  latent  racism  that  can  be  manifest  in  emotional  situations. 
Indeed,  recent  research  reveals  that  those  low  and  high  in  prejudice  sometimes 
have  similar  automatic  reactions  (Myers  223). 

Joseph  Lelyveld,  in  his  introduction  to  How  Race  is  Lived  in  America,  ob¬ 
served  that  whites  commonly  hold  assumptions  that  blacks  are  oversensitive, 
that  race  is  something  that  needs  to  be  purged  from  their  consciousness,  and 
that  the  problem  of  race  is  now  mainly  in  their  heads  (xv).  At  the  same  time, 
many  maintain  that  they  personally  are  not  prejudiced.  This  appears  consistent 
with  the  unachieved,  avoidant  status. 

It  is  interesting  to  consider  the  judicial  and  legislative  decisions  that  have 
attempted  to  guarantee  minority  groups  more  opportunities  for  access  to 
resources.  Yet,  the  very  fact  that  opportunities  depended  on  an  elite  white  ma¬ 
jority  gioup  s  decisions  is  telling.  The  13th  Amendment  that  outlawed  slavery 
in  1865,  the  well-known  Brown  v.  Board  of  Education  decision  in  1954,  the  Civil 
Rights  Movement  of  1964,  and  the  Voting  Rights  Act  of  1965  (supported  by 
some  of  the  white  majority)  were  all  acts  affecting  people  of  color  that  were  con¬ 
tingent  on  the  decisions  of  whites.  The  need  for  these  explicit  determinations  of 
entitlement  manifests  the  implicit  status  of  racial  superiority  and  inferiority. 

Once  an  individual  understands  the  impetus  behind  behaviors,  learns  to 
deconstruct  attitudes,  and  decides  to  reframe  race,  the  challenge  remains:  to 
transfer  knowledge  from  theory  to  practice.  Perhaps  it  is  best  begun,  painfully, 
by  addressing  prejudice  within  each  individual’s  immediate  social  environment 
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because  silent  witness  is  acceptance,  agreement,  and  complicity.  Acknowledging 
a  white  identity  and  developing  a  white  racial  consciousness,  for  members  of 
the  dominant  group,  are  hallmarks  of  personal  growth  and  the  sine  qua  non  of 
commitment  to  social  justice. 
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Bertha  Gonzalez 

Mike’s  Barber  Shop 


Taking  my  son  on  a  Saturday  morning  to  get  a  haircut  at  Mike’s  Barber 
Shop  is  reminiscent  of  my  childhood.  Even  though  I  personally  have  never  had 
my  hair  cut  there,  I  have  spent  many  Saturday’s  in  the  nostalgic,  mostly  His¬ 
panic  barbershop. 

To  begin  with,  my  recollections  of  this  place  go  back  to  when  I  was  a  quiet 
and  shy  five-year-old.  Usually  on  a  Saturday  morning,  my  dad,  brother,  and  I 
would  stop  at  the  barbershop.  Since  there  were  no  women  present,  my  mom 
and  sister  would  more  than  likely  go  shopping  at  the  nearby  novelty  stores.  1 
was  a  different  story— I  basically  went  wherever  my  brother  went.  As  soon  as  I 
would  walk  in,  I  could  identify  the  smell  that  usually  reminded  me  of  my  father. 
I  can  still  feel  the  cool  breeze  of  cologne  scented  air.  The  air  conditioner  or 
heater,  depending  on  the  weather,  gently  carried  the  sweet  smell  of  the  men’s 
products  that  were  a  staple  in  the  shop.  I  could  usually  hear  the  loud  radio 
player  blasting  typical  Mexican  songs,  along  with  the  occasional  crooning  of  a 
customer!  It  almost  seemed  like  the  perfect  background  for  the  boisterous  chat¬ 
ter  and  laughter  coming  from  all  these  strange  yet  familiar  faces. 

Furthermore,  the  room  itself  seemed  large  and  almost  infinite  in  my  eyes. 
On  one  side  of  the  room  were  the  four  barber  stools,  and  on  the  other  side  were 
the  waiting  chairs.  The  fact  that  both  walls  were  fully  mirrored  made  the  room 
seem  infinite.  I  always  loved  the  fact  that  when  I  spun  around  in  the  barber  stool 
I  could  see  myself  no  matter  where  it  stopped.  It  made  for  the  perfect  funhouse! 

Many  times  I  would  sit  and  suck  on  a  lollipop.  There  was  always  a  full  jar 
of  them  on  the  counter  for  the  boys  that  accompanied  their  dads,  me  being  the 
exception.  I  enjoyed  going  through  the  jar  to  pick  out  the  cherry  flavored  one. 

As  I  savored  my  lollipop,  I  also  took  time  out  to  make  funny  faces  at  my  brother. 

It  always  proved  to  be  a  challenge  to  get  him  to  laugh.  I  would  watch  Mike,  the 
barber,  take  his  clippers  and  start  his  usual  buzz  cut  on  my  brother.  The  noise 
the  clippers  made  was  annoying!  But  then,  the  sudden  sight  of  the  clumps  of  hair 
falling  to  the  floor  quickly  distracted  me.  Even  thought  I  would  witness  this  ritual 
time  and  time  again,  it  always  seemed  to  get  my  attention.  Maybe  the  fact  that  I 
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could  view  my  brother  in  this  vulnerable  position  made  it  interesting  for  me. 

Now,  when  I  take  my  son  to  Mike’s  Barber  Shop,  1  see  the  shop  differ¬ 
ently.  First  of  all,  the  shop  seems  very  cramped  since  I  can  sit  and  actually  have 
hair  fall  directly  in  front  of  my  feet,  no  longer  an  appealing  sight.  Second,  the 
mirrors  are  annoying  because  they  create  a  constant  interruption  of  thought. 
Although  I  try  to  stay  focused  on  my  son,  1  will  more  than  likely  end  up  looking 
at  the  people  around  us. 

Also,  Mike  no  longer  cuts  hair  throughout  the  day,  so  I  have  to  try  and  find 
a  barber  than  can  duplicate  his  work.  My  once  funny  faces  for  my  brother  now 
are  faces  of  concern  toward  the  whole  process  happening  to  my  son.  The  blar¬ 
ing  music  is  something  1  could  definitely  do  without.  It  seems  so  chaotic  with 
it  playing  over  the  constant  Spanish-English  being  spoken  in  the  shop.  Finally, 
most  of  the  old  customers  have  either  moved  or  passed  away,  so  the  familiarity 
has  sort  of  faded. 

However,  I  do  enjoy  the  perceptions  of  my  children.  I  watch  my  daughter 
immediately  go  to  the  candy  jar  and  pick  out  an  apple-flavored  blow  pop.  She 
sits  on  a  chair  and  almost  instinctively  starts  to  make  faces  at  her  brother.  She 
would  love  to  have  him  end  up  with  a  horrendous  haircut!  As  my  son’s  haircut 
comes  to  an  end,  I  notice  my  son  talking  quietly  to  the  barber.  Almost  imme¬ 
diately,  the  barber  turns  around  and  reaches  for  the  shaving  cream.  He  gently 
tries  to  perfect  my  son’s  sides  and  neck  with  a  shaver.  When  my  son  comes 
down  from  the  chair,  he  does  his  usual  spin.  As  he  approaches  me,  he  leans 
over  and  says,  “Mom,  I  smell  like  Grandpa!”  Both  of  us  have  associated  the 
sweet  smell  of  this  shaving  cream  with  my  dad.  Now  my  son  embraces  a  ritual 
with  his  grandpa. 

In  reality,  Mike’s  Barber  Shop  is  a  part  of  my  life.  This  place  has  served  as  a 
background  for  the  memories  of  my  childhood.  It  relays  the  relationship  I  have 
had  with  my  father  and  brother  by  being  their  never-ending  shadow.  As  an  adult 
and  mother,  I  see  Mike’s  Barber  Shop  with  typically  critical  eyes.  I  focus  on  the 
negatives  and  see  it  as  a  laborious  chore  and  habit.  The  idea  of  driving  to  Chi¬ 
cago  to  have  my  son  get  a  haircut  seems  tedious.  Yet,  when  1  see  the  memories 
that  the  shop  is  creating  for  my  children,  it  really  seems  worth  the  time.  They 
get  to  experience  a  little  bit  of  my  life  as  a  child,  growing  up  in  a  big  city  full  of 
diversity.  Mike’s  Barber  Shop  will  be  their  memory  of  a  Saturday  morning  spent 
with  people  of  their  same  heritage  and  a  tradition  that  goes  back  to  Grandpa. 
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Kathy  Garza 

I  Wanted  to  Raise  Dogs 


I  grew  up  in  the  1960s  and  1970s-a  time  of  turmoil,  war,  fear  and  famine. 
No  one  with  a  conscience  wanted  to  bring  children  into  such  a  world.  1  made 
this  plain  to  all— 1  chose  to  raise  dogs,  not  children.  I  really  was  committed  to 
the  “zero  population  growth”  concept.  But  here  1  sit,  thirty  years  later,  mother  of 
five  children,  owner  of  only  one  dog,  and,  be  assured,  1  would  never  trade  any 
of  my  children  for  anything,  they  are  the  light  of  my  life.  But  I  still  contend  it 
would  have  been  easier  to  raise  dogs. 

Face  it;  children  never  arrive  at  a  convenient  time  in  anyone’s  life.  My  first 
child  showed  up  while  his  dad  was  overseas  with  the  military.  Impending  arrival 
of  the  second  was  confirmed  the  same  day  his  father  was  laid  off  and  our  insur¬ 
ance  cancelled,  and  so  it  continued  for  numbers  three,  four  and  five.  Timing 
aside,  you  get  no  choice  in  the  matter-male  or  female,  dark  hair  or  blonde,  tall 
or  short-you  take  what  you  get! 

When  you  choose  a  dog,  well,  you  choose  a  dog.  You  visit  a  breeder  or  pet 
shop  and  choose  the  puppy  that  will  suit  your  lifestyle  when  it  is  convenient  for 
you.  You  never  wake  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  wake  your  partner  in  a 
panic  to  make  that  3  a.m.  mad  rush  trip  to  the  kennel  to  get  your  new  puppy! 
You  choose:  large  or  small  breed,  long  or  short  hair,  laid  back  or  feisty,  male  or 
female.  An  added  bonus  is  the  fact  that  you  can  have  them  neutered  if  you  de¬ 
cide  you  don’t  want  future  generations.  (Society  tends  to  frown  on  such  things 
with  children,  though  it  could  be  very  comforting  during  those  trying  teenage 
years.)  If  the  commitment  to  your  dog  doesn’t  seem  to  work  out,  you  can  always 
return  him  to  the  kennel  or  give  him  to  someone  else.  Not  so  with  children, 
once  you  commit  to  raise  that  child,  you  have  to  raise  that  child. 

With  children,  you  are  guaranteed  at  least  two  years  of  diapers,  bottles, 
sleepless  nights,  and  futile  attempts  to  understand  just  what  those  babbles  and 
cries  mean.  Added  to  all  of  that  is  the  expense  that  children  require-an  unbe¬ 
lievable  amount  of  high  priced  care-related  items,  not  to  mention  those  “must- 
haves”  designed  for  the  convenience  of  the  parents.  When  you  buy  a  puppy,  you 
stop  off  at  the  store,  pick  up  a  newspaper,  some  puppy  chow,  a  chew  toy  and 
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a  collar  and  a  leash  (yet  another  item  society  deems  inappropriate  for  use  with 
children,  though  the  experienced  parent  can  see  its  value).  In  just  a  few  short 
weeks,  you  have  a  nicely  paper- trained,  furry  friend. 

Children  will  require  a  minimum  of  twelve  years  of  education  to  become  a  1 
functional,  independent  human  being.  Twelve  years  of  PTA  meetings,  room  par-  1 
ent  duties,  den  leader  tasks,  parents’  night  gatherings,  school  science  projects, 
must-go  concerts  and  sporting  events  can  take  their  toll.  We  won’t  even  discuss 
college.  Enroll  your  puppy  in  obedience  school,  and  eight  weeks  later,  you  have 
the  Rhodes  Scholar  of  the  canine  world.  Another  added  bonus-a  puppy  won’t 
spend  ages  twelve  to  eighteen  ignoring  you,  defying  you,  and  becoming  the 
source  of  premature  graying  while  you  sink  your  every  asset  into  his  comfort 
and  care. 

Yes,  my  dog  may  knock  over  an  occasional  trashcan  or  snitch  a  tidbit  off 
a  plate,  but  I  have  never  spent  long  nights  sitting  up,  waiting  for  him  to  come 
home,  wondering  where  he  is,  who  he  is  with  or  if  he  is  safe.  My  dog  has  never 
asked  for  the  car  keys  or  extra  cash  to  go  out  for  the  weekend.  He  may  enjoy 
an  occasional  ride  in  the  car,  but  has  never  asked  me  to  drive  him  all  over  town 
for  shopping  or  to  visit  friends  because  it  is  too  far  to  walk.  My  dog  never 
sneaked  out  of  the  house  as  a  toddler,  figured  out  how  to  get  into  the  family  car, 
knocked  it  out  of  gear,  then  jumped  out  and  tried  to  stop  the  car  by  standing 
in  front  of  it.  Hey,  it  worked  for  Superman!  My  dog  may  enjoy  barking  at  the 
neighbor’s  cat  or  sneaking  a  nap  on  the  sofa  when  I  am  gone,  but  my  dog  has 
never  called  me  at  work  to  ask  “Hey,  Mom,  how  do  you  get  smoke  out  of  the 
house?” 

My  dog  has  never  been  so  sick  that  I  spent  all  night  crying  and  begging 
God  to  heal  him.  I  have  never  watched  my  dog  cross  a  platform  to  receive  a  di¬ 
ploma  while  I  wondered  what  the  world  would  hold  for  him.  I  have  never  had  to 
watch  my  dog  raise  his  paw  in  an  oath  to  defend  his  country  from  all  enemies, 
foreign  or  domestic,  during  a  time  of  war.  I  have  never  had  to  spend  sleepless 
nights  in  fear  for  my  dog’s  safety  as  he  served  in  a  hostile  land,  vulnerable  and 
alone  in  a  crowd  of  thousands,  yet  as  ready  as  ever  to  defend  himself,  just  as 
you  would  want  him  to  be. 
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Deciding  to  raise  a  child  is  a  lifetime  commitment.  Be  prepared  for  all  of 
he  work,  expense,  and  frustration  connected  with  the  job  and  generous  bo- 
ruses  of  pride  and  fun.  You’ll  never  experience  higher  highs  or  lower  lows  than 
iou  will  find  while  raising  a  child.  If  you  don’t  think  you  are  ready  for  such  a 
:ommitment,  buy  or  adopt  a  dog. 
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Kriss  Tumbleson 

Erinyes 


If  I  could  be  like  that 
Like  some  deadpan  liar  actor 
Making  the  show  live  in  front 
Our  romantic  motel  you  mention 
A  dinner  table  we  bought  at 
That  yard  sale  at  the  beginning 
Of  the  rainy  season  the 
Hour  is  always  late  when  we  have 
Hang  time  between  our  connecting 
Flights  on  our  trips  straining 
Look-alike  shit  love  spite  you 
Fuck  man  him  on  the  sofa 
I  can’t  wait  for  the  fun 
For  some  immortaldungeon 
Cleatsandstrawandyouallchained 
Brimstone  and  no  heaven-hre  to 
Save  you  no  time  to  hit 
Erase  OOPS!  record  was  on  even 
From  all  these  years  1  held 
You  clawing  slapping  me  your 
Mom  saw  it  live  from  the  screen 
She  couldn’t  believe  it  was 
Supposed  to  be  a  movie 


lacy  Fletcher 

The  Heart-Shaped  Amber  Prism 


The  crisp  autumn  morning  was  a  good,  sweatshirt,  rolled-up-sleeves, 
leaf-burning  type  of  busy  day  The  deeper  slanting  sun  rays  pried  between  the 
blind  slats  and  then  crow-barred  my  lids.  Our  friend  Calhoun  had  dropped  the 
oversized  dumpster  in  the  leaf  strewn  back  yard  last  night,  so  today  was  the  day 
for  the  junk  pitch. 

My  hair  was  pinned  up  in  a  solid  ugly  bun  to  keep  my  vision  clear  for  all 
the  bending,  lifting,  and  hauling  ahead.  I  grabbed  a  pair  of  work  gloves  from 
the  garden  workshop  table  and  checked  my  pants’  cuffs  and  socks  to  make  sure 
no  twigs,  burrs,  or  bugs  could  tickle  my  ankles. 

Upon  straightening,  the  dappled  sun  splintered  one  of  my  beloved  elderly 
trees  and  briefly  kissed  my  upturned  face.  I  breathed  deeply  the  blessing  and 
acknowledged  the  fractured  rays  more  beautiful  than  any  stained  glass  panel 
in  all  the  cathedrals  of  the  world.  Sighing  deeply  and  hefting  my  resolve  into 
place,  it  was  time  to  start  hauling. 

The  small  pile  of  discarded  window  frames,  I  carefully  dragged  one  by  one 
to  the  large  dumpster  and  soon  perfected  a  way  of  getting  them  up  and  over 
the  side.  Feeling  satisfaction  over  such  a  basic  maneuver  others  would  have 
ridiculed,  I  breathed  deeply  the  sigh  of  the  thoroughly  content.  My  loose  jacket 
was  soon  draped  on  a  plant  hanger  that  still  had  a  trace  of  green  dangling  from 
it.  The  next  discard  pile  was  incredibly  tedious  with  small  junk  that  my  parents 
had  actually  used  as  a  burn-pile  before  the  burning  ban  had  been  enacted  in 
our  county.  I  found  an  old  basket  to  help  me  with  the  charred  cans  and  bottles. 
A  crispy  toaster  and  other  unrecognizable  electrical  debris  were  some  of  the 
larger  pieces  from  that  pile.  A  little  perspiration  formed  on  my  forehead,  and 
my  sleeves  became  slightly  sticky.  The  air  I  breathed  in  was  still  cool,  and  my 
wrists  where  the  garden  gloves  did  not  reach  were  chilled.  My  nose  and  ears 
tingled  from  the  cold,  but  as  I  mentally  took  toll  of  my  progress,  I  put  the  dis¬ 
comfort  out  of  my  mind.  A  little  inconvenience  was  worth  the  accomplishment. 
Since  the  sun  was  still  pushing  aside  the  scudding  clouds  and  dancing  on  the 
patches  of  ground  at  my  feet,  I  enjoyed  it  all  the  more.  Perspiration  or  not,  I 
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)reathed  deeply  again  feeling  all  my  world  coming  together. 

[Shortly  after  lunch  Marty  and  Calhoun  came  over  to  help  me  with  Mother’s 
Id  rusted  ringer  washer  and  the  ivy-entangled  swing  sets.  Marty  pulled  me 
.side  at  one  point  on  the  premise  of  disentangling  some  leaves  from  my  hair, 
iis  arm  snaked  around  my  waist  and  giving  me  a  proper  snuggle,  he  whis- 
>ered  that  dinner  tonight  would  be  his  treat  and  rented  movies  the  dessert.  The 
)reeze  picked  up  as  I  smiled  and  squeezed  his  hand  in  acceptance.  Calhoun 
[Ounded  the  corner  of  the  dumpster,  back  into  sight,  and  tromped  over  to  the 
)ld  outhouse.  “What  about  the  junk  in  here?”  Cal  asked.  “I  gotta  keep  the  out- 
touse;  it  still  works  ya  know,”  1  laughed  and  shoved  Marty  gently  away.  Marty 
pupped,  “They  always  work;  they’re  never  out  of  order.  Occupied  maybe,  but 
rever.. .out.. .of.. .order.. .gorgeous.”  Each  pause  was  punctuated  by  Marty  with  a 
oss  of  twigs  into  the  ever  increasing  breeze. 

“We’ll  empty  out  the  shed  side,  though;  nothing  of  value  in  there.”  1 
started  crunching  over  to  the  jammed  door  and  tried  sliding  it  open  until  the 
dust  prevented  it  opening  any  further.  Calhoun,  taking  a  quick  glance  at  the 
:onfmed  space  in  the  shed,  stated,  “Looks  like  you  two  can  handle  that  on  your 
awn.  Cornin’  by  the  Legion  for  some  beers  later?”  I  glanced  up  and  was  about 
to  reply  when  Marty  cocked  his  head  towards  the  driveway  and  smoothly  said, 
‘Nah,  some  other  night?”  1  toed  the  skid  marks  the  door  had  made  in  the  dust 
and  concrete  with  my  comfy  Ked.  Marty  whacked  Cal  on  the  back  and  our  eyes 
met  over  the  distance  as  he  turned  back  towards  me.  Leaves  crackled  under  his 
boots  as  he  habitually  pushed  his  rolled  sleeves  up  above  his  elbows,  where  they 
already  had  been  parked. 

The  shed  side  was  indeed  cramped,  and  without  saying  a  word,  we  agreed 
that  since  1  was  already  entrenched  inside,  Marty  would  stand  at  the  door  ready 
to  carry  whatever  I  handed  to  him.  Haul  after  dusty  haul,  we  continued  silently 
until  Marty  peered  in  and  said,  “Got  it?  I’m  gonna  start  the  beef  stroganolf  and 
hit  the  showers.”  Twisting  around  at  the  stuck  door  1  tried  to  respond  but  was 
stopped  short  by  his  quick  kiss  that  left  a  Saturday  beard-graze  on  my  lower 
lip.  I  smiled  instead  and  rubbed  my  chin  on  my  shoulder  to  soothe  the  graze. 
“Hey,  no  fair  wiping  off  a  kiss  from  the  old  Martin-Man;  1 11  just  have  to  replace 
it  later.”  He  took  the  last  cardboard  box  from  my  arms  and  swung  toward  the 
dumpster  grumbling  all  the  way  “Yessiree,  gotta  replace  it.  You  re  a  high  main- 
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tenance,  no  frills  kinda  gal,  and  I  like  it!  "That’s  an  oxymoron,”  I  threw  back 
over  my  shoulder.  And  she  calls  me  names!”  I  heard  from  around  the  corner 
of  the  house.  The  kitchen  door  closed  with  that  familiar  whoosh  of  air,  and  1 
chuckled  at  our  innocent-or  was  it  intimate-camaraderie. 

Finally,  as  I  once  again  pushed  on  my  knees  to  straighten  up,  I  saw  the 
ambei  sherry  bottle  on  a  window  ledge  covered  by  several  spiders’  webs,  whos* 
only  recent  prey  seemed  to  be  the  fall  leaves.  The  heart-shaped  decanter  was 
instantly  just  as  dazzling  to  my  eye  as  the  first  time  I  had  seen  it. 

It  has  been  25  years.  Before  I  knew  it  my  hands  were  turning  it  over 
cleaning  the  webs  tenderly  from  the  neck.  Suddenly,  an  evoked  reeling  some¬ 
thing  was  there  with  me  in  the  cold  shed  pushing  at  the  dying  rays  of  the  sun. 
Robert,  my  first  boyfriend,  my  first  love,  so  I  thought,  had  brought  this  to  the 
farm  on  the  night  he  told  me  that  he  was  going  to  finish  his  studies  in  Europe 
and  that  he  didn’t  think  he’d  be  coming  back.  The  same  sinking  feeling  in 
the  pit  of  my  stomach  returned  just  as  vivid  and  poignant  as  that  night  when  I 
knew  he  was  saying  goodbye  forever.  I  forced  a  shudder  aggressively  through 
my  muscles  partly  from  the  cold  but  more  so  from  a  need  to  dispel  this  other 
sensation.  I  expelled  the  breath  of  air  I  didn’t  remember  holding  and  made  tha 
uTsk”  sound  we  all  make.  The  sound  of  Robert’s  voice,  was  it  baritone  or  tenor' 
What  was  his  scent?  What  were  his  idiosyncratic  ticks?  I  used  to  agonizingly 
recount  them  all.  Internally,  shelving  them  here  or  filing  them  there  for  safe 
keeping. 

Now  my  own  children  are  away  at  college  having  affairs  of  their  own,  and  I 
don  t  regret  for  a  moment  the  path  my  life  has  taken.  The  warm  satisfied  feeling 
returned  from  earlier,  no  longer  rebuffed  by  the  glass  well  in  my  hand. 

The  very  last  shafts  of  the  setting  sun  did  nothing  to  warm  my  cold  nose, 
cheeks,  and  fingers  as  I  carried  the  heart-shaped  bottle  through  the  crunching 
glassy  hillocks  and  past  the  dumpster  full  of  junk.  I  refused  to  move  my  eyes 
down  to  the  bottle,  but  peripherally  I  saw  the  sun  hit  it  once  more  and  cause  a 
prism  glow  further  in  its  depths. 
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Supper  smells  wafted  from  the  mostly  closed  kitchen  window,  and  the 
curtains  bobbed.  Without  missing  a  step,  1  switched  the  garden  gloves  to  my 
left  hand  that  held  the  bottle,  and  let  them  all  fly  back,  high  over  my  shoulder, 
with  a  toss.  It  was  a  satisfying  sound  as  the  gloves  and  bottle  came  to  land  in 
the  junk  on  top  of  the  heap.  First  a  tinkle  and  tumble,  then  cloth  flatly  thump¬ 
ing  came  as  the  warm  smell  of  cooking  and  steam  enveloped  me. 
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Jessica  Benner 

Infidelity:  The  Ultimate  Betrayal 

It  all  began  at  work.  Heather  Love  was  swamped  with  work,  work  that 
required  her  to  spend  a  lot  of  time  with  a  male  co-worker.  Her  husband  of 
eight  months  was  inattentive,  always  away  from  home  on  business.  This  made 
her  long  hours  at  work  acceptable.  One  day  after  landing  an  important  client, 
Heather  and  her  partner  went  out  for  celebratory  drinks.  Her  husband  was  out 
of  town  again,  and  so  the  affair  began  (“Infidelity”).  According  to  the  various 
types  of  research  conducted,  more  and  more  people  are  forgetting  their  vows 
and  finding  another  person-someone  new  and  exciting.  Too  often  these  people 
have  families  that  consist  of  young  vulnerable  children.  “Till  death  do  us  part 
has  seemed  to  change  to  “till  boredom  do  us  part.”  With  half  of  marriages  end¬ 
ing  in  divorce,  one  can  question  why  people  take  the  plunge  in  the  first  place. 
There  are  many  reasons  why  people  cheat,  and  rarely  do  the  adulterers  consider 
the  effects  of  these  decisions  on  their  children  and  their  futures. 

!  The  numbers  are  growing  at  an  alarming  rate.  According  to  an  article 
written  by  Benedict  Carey  in  the  Los  Angeles  Times,  one  in  every  hve  people 
has  an  affair  at  least  once  in  their  lives.  Surprisingly,  statistics  are  showing  that 
a  woman  is  almost  as  likely  as  a  man  to  be  that  one  person  (Carey).  Surveys 
were  taken  in  the  1950s  by  a  man  named  Alfred  Kinsey,  and  the  percentage  was 
much  lower  than  it  is  today.  He  found  that  by  the  age  of  forty,  about  half  of  the 
men  and  a  quarter  of  the  women  had  had  an  affair  at  least  once.  More  recent 
surveys  have  found  the  percentages  have  increased  by  about  25%  for  both  sex¬ 
es.  This  leaves  the  likelihood  of  an  affair  to  be  at  44%  for  women  and  72%  for 
men  (Fisher  85).  These  numbers,  however,  may  not  be  accurate  since  men  and 
women  tend  to  report  things  differently.  Men  may  be  altering  their  answers  m 
order  to  brag  while  women  tend  to  be  more  secretive  (Fisher  86).  Consequently, 
the  percentages  between  the  two  may  be  closer  than  previously  thought. 

As  part  of  my  held  research,  I  conducted  a  survey  of  fifty  people.  1  surveyed 
a  variety  of  people  including  classmates,  coworkers,  and  friends,  ending  with  a 
total  of  twenty-nine  females  and  twenty-one  males.  The  information  gathered 
from  this  survey  indicates  that  seventeen  of  the  women  had  been  involved  in 
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infidelity  while  only  seven  men  admitted  to  any  misdeeds.  Three  of  the  women 
had  been  cheated  on  by  their  spouse  while  the  remaining  fourteen  were  the 
ones  who  had  been  adulterous  (Benner).  According  to  my  initial  research,  men 
commit  more  adultery  than  women  do.  However,  my  research  cannot  be  extend 
ed  beyond  the  small  number  of  participants  in  my  survey,  and  information  on 
adultery  obviously  differs  among  different  regions  and  groups  of  people. 

There  are  many  reasons  that  may  contribute  to  either  gender’s  straying 
from  their  marriage  vows.  Typically,  men  crave  variety  while  women  are  seeking 
emotional  security  as  well  as  material  items  (Fisher  95).  Obvious  reasons  for 
straying  may  include  falling  in  love,  or  often  lust,  with  another  person.  One  per- ' 
son  may  be  unhappy  in  the  marriage  and  believe  that  if  he  or  she  is  caught,  that 
will  either  give  him  or  her  an  easy  way  out  or  that  will  help  to  make  the  mar¬ 
riage  stronger.  Another  misconception  is  that  if  one  is  unhappy,  having  needs 
met  outside  of  the  home  may  actually  improve  home  life.  In  other  words,  having  j 
their  sexual  needs  fulfilled  elsewhere  will  make  them  happier,  and  in  turn,  do 
the  same  for  their  marriage  (Fisher  96).  Still  others  may  stray  to  get  revenge  on 
a  spouse  who  has  done  so  in  the  past.  Stress  from  everyday  living  may  also  play 
a  part  in  affairs.  Life  altering  events,  such  as  the  birth  of  a  child,  a  death  in  the 
family,  serious  illness,  and  the  loss  of  a  job,  may  be  the  spark  that  starts  the  fire. 
Mid-file  changes,  for  both  men  and  women,  may  also  create  more  reasons  for 

going  astray  (Weil  and  Winter  82).  In  addition,  people  may  cheat  to  prove  their  i 
vitality  or  to  feel  more  masculine  or  feminine. 

The  Internet  is  also  said  to  be  a  cause  of  infidelity.  The  options  are  limitless 
online.  There  are  thousands  of  chat  rooms  and  online  dating  services  as  well 
as  email.  The  Internet  allows  access  to  anything  and  everything  an  adulterer 
may  be  seeking.  Another  major  reason  for  the  percentages  rising  is  the  fact  that 
most  women  have  jobs  outside  of  the  home.  In  the  past,  women  usually  stayed 
home  to  care  for  the  house  and  the  children.  Women  were  not  in  contact  with 
many  other  people  and  certainly  were  not  prevalent  enough  m  the  workforce  to 
tempt  many  men.  This  is  no  longer  the  case.  Women  are  just  as  likely  as  men  to 
have  a  regular  job,  and,  therefore,  have  the  opportunity  to  meet  and  bond  with 
men.  This  factor  may  very  well  be  the  reason  that  the  percentage  of  adulterous 
women  has  increased  so  much  over  the  years.  This  increase  in  work-related 
affairs  also  is  true  for  men  since  they  now  share  their  workplace  with  as  many 


64 


women  as  men.  In  a  CNN  Presents  episode,  Dr.  Shirley  Glass  stated  that  in  her 
clinical  practice  “nearly  half  of  the  women  and  62%  of  men  who  are  unfaithful 
met  their  lover  at  work"  (qtd.  in  “Infidelity”). 

According  to  my  survey,  there  were  many  reasons  why  the  act  of  infidelity 
had  been  committed  in  a  relationship.  One  stated  that  she  thought  the  grass 
was  greener  on  the  other  side.  She  found  out  that  it  is,  in  fact,  not.  Luckily  tor 
her  the  affair  did  not  lead  to  divorce.  Only  five  of  the  seventeen  women  involved 
in  infidelity  stated  that  their  relationships  were  saved.  Nine  women  reported 
that  the  marriages  did  not  withstand  the  indiscretion;  they  ended  in  divorce. 
Three  women  reported  that  there  were  either  no  real  feelings  of  love  or  com¬ 
mitment  or  that  their  husband  was  not  the  right  one.  Other  reasons  ranged 
from  marital  problems  or  immaturity  to  the  classic  “it  just  happened.”  Almost 
everyone  reported  major  trust  issues  once  the  indiscretion  had  been  revealed 
I  (Benner). 

Of  the  seven  men  reporting  infidelity  in  their  relationships,  five  stated  the 
relationship  ended.  One  man  stated  that  he  was  simply  bored  while  another 
i  stated  that  he  did  it  for  the  fun  of  it.  One  husband  was  trying  to  make  up  for 
)  a  lack  of  affection  in  his  marriage;  similarly,  another  man  reported  some  type 
of  mistreatment  as  his  reason.  One  man  reported  that  his  wife  accused  him  of 
cheating  with  another  woman  who  was  actually  only  a  friend.  After  a  lengthy 
period  of  being  accused,  he  did  have  an  affair  with  the  other  woman.  He  stated 
that  “She  [his  wife]  drove  me  to  it!”  (Benner). 

For  another  part  of  my  held  research,  I  interviewed  Dr.  John  Coggins,  a 
psychology  professor  at  Purdue  University  North  Central,  about  the  reasons 
for  infidelity.  He  stressed  that  communication  was  a  very  important  factor  in 
any  relationship.  If  a  couple  can  not  talk  together,  they  may  be  driven  to  seek 
I  out  another  person  that  they  can  talk  to.  According  to  Dr.  Coggins,  not  only 
are  there  sexual  affairs,  but  there  are  emotional  affairs  as  well.  These  emotional 
affairs  are  ones  that  people  “don’t  claim  to  exist,  he  said.  He  added  that  money 
and  sex  also  play  important  roles.  “If  any  of  these  are  failing,  there  are  prob¬ 
lems”  (Coggins). 

While  infidelity  is  undoubtedly  hard  on  the  deceived,  if  there  are  children 
involved,  they  may  be  the  most  affected.  The  trauma  of  losing  a  parent  to 
adultery  is  immense.  While  things  between  husband  and  wife  may  be  handled 
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discreetly,  children  have  a  very  high  sensitivity  to  emotion.  They  are  very  likely 
to  sense  that  their  parents  are  tense  and  distant,  no  matter  what  amount  of  dis¬ 
cretion  is  involved.  Being  preoccupied  by  emotion  takes  away  from  the  quality 
time  spent  with  children.  If  a  child  is  old  enough  to  talk,  he  or  she  will  certainly 
notice  this  lessening  of  attention,  and  he  or  she  may  or  may  not  verbalize  these 
feelings.  While  parents  tend  to  protect  young  children  from  the  ugliness  of  the 
situation,  the  children  are  almost  always  aware  of  something  amiss.  When  the 
truth  does  come  out,  this  protection  may  lead  to  resentment  and  mistrust  of  the 
sheltering  parents  (Weil  and  Winter  36).  Additionally,  children  tend  to  absorb 
an  awful  lot  of  guilt  and  take  on  a  misguided  sense  of  responsibility  for  their 
parents’  actions  (Weil  and  Winter  198). 

In  the  survey,  1  questioned  whether  parental  infidelity  affected  young 
children.  The  survey  also  asked  whether  this  would  go  on  to  affect  the  adult 
lives  of  the  children.  All  but  one  of  the  males  agreed  that  “Yes,  young  children 
are  affected  by  the  misdeeds  of  their  parents.”  Sixteen  said  that  the  adult  lives 
of  these  children  are  also  affected.  Four  stated  that  parental  infidelity  had  no 
effect  on  the  adult  lives  of  the  children.  Three  of  them  stated  that  it  affects 
children’s  young  lives  but  not  their  adult  lives.  Twenty-eight  of  the  women  said 
that  infidelity  affects  young  children,  and  the  same  number  stated  that  infidel¬ 
ity  went  on  to  affect  the  children’s  adult  lives.  Ffowever,  one  woman  stated  that 
parental  infidelity  did  not  affect  children  in  either  their  younger  or  adult  years. 
Another  woman  stated  that  it  depends  on  how  much  the  children  know.  Yet 
another  woman  stated  that  whether  or  not  parental  infidelity  affects  the  child  in 
his  or  her  childhood  or  adult  life  is  dependent  on  the  person  (Benner). 

Additionally,  the  survey  asked  whether  there  were  children  involved  in  the 
adulterous  relationships  and  how  they  were  affected.  The  men  reported  that  it 
put  unnecessary  stress  on  the  children.  The  children  had  many  questions  and 
some  became  rebellious.  Two  men  stated  that  their  children  obviously  missed 
having  dad  at  home.  The  women  surveyed  reported  a  variety  of  effects  on  the 
children  involved.  One  woman  stated  the  children  were  torn  between  their  par¬ 
ents;  another  mother  said  the  children  were  confused  and  upset.  One  woman 
said  the  children  were  too  young  to  understand.  However,  another  mother 
stated  that  the  child  was  old  enough,  indicating  that  the  child  was  uncomfort- 
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able  at  first,  but  he  was  old  enough  to  handle  it  well.  One  woman  reported  that 
the  children  were  unaffected  because  it  was  kept  from  them;  this  was  one  of  the 
few  women  who  was  able  to  stay  in  the  marriage  (Benner). 

During  the  interview,  Coggins  spoke  of  the  effects  of  infidelity  on  chil¬ 
dren,  and  he  had  some  interesting  viewpoints.  He  stated  that,  young  children 
are  affected  emotionally  but  are  equally  concerned  about  how  their  everyday 
lives  may  change.  Worries  such  as  having  to  move  away  from  friends  in  the 
neighborhood  or  having  to  change  schools  are  just  as  likely  to  upset  the  child 
as  the  absence  of  a  parent.  '‘Children  may  also  be  negatively  affected  in  a  legal 
manner,”  he  said.  Coggins  gave  an  example  of  a  couple  where  the  wife  accused 
the  husband  of  child  abuse  to  get  back  at  him  for  cheating.  This  put  the  man 
into  such  legal  troubles  that  he  had  to  relocate  to  California.  Without  a  doubt, 
he  does  not  see  his  children  (Coggins).  This  means  that  the  children  no  longer 
have  a  father  around,  which  may  inevitably  cause  problems. 

As  the  children  become  adults,  there  are  many  psychological  aspects  that 
must  be  dealt  with.  Children  of  divorces  involving  adultery  are  very  likely  to 
commit  these  same  acts  later  in  life.  As  adults,  they  may  be  trying  to  reclaim 
happy  times  or  to  compensate  for  hurt  or  unmet  needs  in  their  childhood.  Nine 
times  out  of  ten,  these  feelings  are  derived  from  abandonment  by  the  adulterous 
parent  (Weil  and  Winter  20).  Many  may  be  unaware  of  these  underlying  psy¬ 
chological  forces.  There  are  many  studies  that  show  that  once  these  children  be¬ 
come  adults,  they  face  many  relationship  issues.  A  fear  of  intimacy  and  extreme 
mistrust  of  the  opposite  sex  may  be  deeply  rooted  within  them.  A  woman,  for 
example,  may  always  be  fearful  of  losing  her  partner  to  another  woman  if  that  is 
what  happened  to  her  mother.  An  adult  child  of  an  adulterer  may  never  outgrow 
that  fear  of  abandonment  (Weil  and  Winter  63). 

The  adult  children  of  adulterers  typically  tend  to  fall  into  one  of  two 
categories-repeaters  or  retreaters.  The  repeaters  go  on  to  have  affairs  them¬ 
selves  while  the  retreaters  tend  to  shy  away  from  intimacy,  trying  not  to  be  hurt 
again  (Weil  and  Winter  50).  However,  according  to  Weil  and  Winter,  those  who 
discuss  fidelity  as  a  concern  before  marriage  are  the  most  likely  to  achieve  it 
(50).  The  sons  and  daughters  of  adulterous  parents,  more  often  than  not,  draw 
on  their  past  family  experiences  when  socializing  with  the  opposite  sex  and  in 
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forming  new  relationships.  This  theory  was  shown  to  be  relatively  true  by  the 
results  of  my  survey  Of  the  women  involved  in  infidelity  nine  of  them  came 
from  parents  who  had  been  adulterous.  Of  the  seven  men,  two  stated  that  their 
parents  had  been  involved  with  infidelity.  One  man  stated  that  he  thought  there 
had  been  adultery  in  his  parents’  relationship,  but  he  was  unsure  (Benner). 

Adult  daughters  of  adulterous  mothers  often  fear  close  relationships.  They 
may  be  attracted  to  men  who  are  unavailable,  whether  emotionally  or  physically. 
These  women  may  also  develop  a  promiscuous  side,  trying  to  either  identify 
with  or  get  back  at  their  mother  by  conquering  married  men  (Weil  and  Winter 
52).  Adult  daughters  of  adulterous  fathers  may  react  in  a  similar  manner.  The 
daughters  may  become  adulterous  themselves  or  seek  out  an  adulterous  man  to 
re-create  their  father.  This  may  be  because  of  damage  done  to  self-esteem  by  the 
actions  of  the  father.  Women  may  also,  understandably,  become  angry  with  or 
distrustful  of  men  (Weil  and  Winter  51). 

I  can  definitely  vouch  for  the  last  statement,  as  I  am  distrustful  of  men  and 
was  very  angry  with  my  father  and  the  whole  of  the  male  species  for  a  while.  To 
me,  my  father  was  perfect,  he  could  do  no  wrong!  My  younger  sister  and  I  had 
always  been  daddy’s  little  girls;  my  mother  was  the  one  who  laid  down  the  law 
at  home.  In  the  spring  of  my  senior  year,  my  parents  began  to  argue  more,  and 
my  mom  became  very  depressed.  My  dad  would  “stay  at  his  mom’s  house”  for 
a  couple  days  at  a  time.  Being  an  inquisitive  young  girl,  I  sought  answers  and 
got  some  that  1  never  thought  I  would  have  to  face.  My  dad  had  found  someone 
else.  He  fell  in  love  with  a  woman  that  he  worked  with  and  wanted  a  divorce.  By 
that  summer,  he  was  gone.  My  perfect  father  was  not  so  perfect  after  all.  This 
was  and  still  is  very  painful,  even  though  it  was  seven  years  ago. 

Reflecting  on  my  last  seven  years,  I  can  see  that  this  event  has  definitely 
affected  my  personal  relationships  with  men.  For  a  while,  I  sought  comfort  with 
all  the  wrong  men.  I  was  very  much  conforming  to  Weil  and  Winter’s  theory  of 
finding  unfaithful  men  to  re-create  my  father.  Of  course,  1  never  really  thought 
of  it  that  way  until  reading  their  book.  1  went  for  the  bad  boys,  those  who  I 
knew,  deep  down,  would  not  be  faithful  to  me.  This  went  on  for  a  few  years, 
and  about  four  years  ago,  I  decided  it  was  time  to  change  the  way  I  chose  dates. 

I  sat  back  and,  I  realize  now,  stopped  pursuing  the  comfort  that  1  lost 
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when  my  father  left  us.  Only  a  few  months  later,  I  became  friends  with  Kyle.  I 
never  thought  of  him  romantically.  At  first,  he  was  a  nice,  shy  guy.  Eventually, 

I  thought  he  might  be  good  for  me  given  my  past  circumstances.  Three  years 
later,  we  are  now  living  together.  Things  are  going  very  well,  but  there  is  always 
something  in  my  head  that  tells  me  that  my  dad  found  someone  else  and  so, 
too,  will  Kyle.  I  am  trying  very  hard  to  lose  that  voice,  but  it  is  very  hard  to  do. 
We  have  a  great  relationship,  and  1  would  like  to  think  he  will  be  forever  faith¬ 
ful.  It  is  difficult  though  since  the  wound  my  dad  left  is  very  deep.  I  sometimes 
wonder  if  it  is  one  that  will  ever  heal. 

Adult  daughters  are  not  the  only  one’s  affected  by  the  transgressions  of  the 
parents.  Sons  of  adulterous  parents  may  develop  their  own  issues  as  well.  The 
son  of  an  adulterous  father  may  believe  that  if  dad  did  it,  it’s  okay,  especially  if 
the  mother  was  aware  but  said  nothing.  The  son  may  believe  that  it  is  his  right 
as  a  man  to  have  a  wife  that  will  tolerate  a  philandering  husband  (Weil  and 
Winter  54).  The  adult  son  of  an  adulterous  mother  may  also  develop  into  an 
adulterer.  Weil  and  Winter  state  that  by  cheating  on  his  wife,  a  son  may  believe 
that  he  can  somehow  pay  back  his  mother  for  what  she  did.  Conversely,  sons 
may  also  deny  the  fact  that  their  mothers  could  have  ever  done  anything  of  the 
sort  (56). 

Although  there  may  be  trauma  in  the  child’s  early  life,  it  is  not  until  later  in 
their  lives  that  they  begin  to  put  things  together.  No  matter  how  the  emotions 
are  handled  in  childhood,  Coggins  stated  that,  according  to  recent  research,  “di¬ 
vorce  hits  a  child  at  twenty-five.”  The  reason  for  this  is  that  at  that  age  the  adult 
has  a  little  clearer  thinking  combined  with  some  life  experience  under  his  or  her 
belt.  I  End  this  information  to  be  rather  astonishing  since  I  will  be  twenty-five  in 
just  a  few  months.  I  told  him  of  my  situation,  and  he  did  not  seem  one  bit  sur¬ 
prised.  According  to  Coggins,  I  am  “putting  things  together,  and  that’s  exactly 
what  people  do  at  twenty  five.”  “That  is  why  you  are  here!”  he  said.  He  suggests 
that  I  subconsciously  chose  this  topic  as  a  way  of  coming  to  terms  with  my  past 
family  problems  (Coggins).  Apparently,  I  am  getting  a  jump  start  on  really  deal¬ 
ing  with  these  issues  through  my  research  and  writing. 

Even  though  not  all  marriages  rocked  by  infidelity  end  in  divorce,  those 
that  do  can  be  very  detrimental  to  children.  “Till  death  do  us  part”  needs  to  be 
taken  seriously  once  the  words  have  been  spoken.  Through  therapy,  Heather 
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and  her  husband  have  reconciled  and  now  have  a  child  of  their  own  (“Infidel¬ 
ity”).  Luckily,  the  marriage  was  saved,  and  the  child  came  later.  Although  not 
everyone  does,  they  have  a  second  chance.  Reflecting  on  all  the  information 
gathered,  I  would  call  this  assignment  a  learning  experience  in  more  ways  than 
one.  It  has  given  me  much  enlightenment  about  my  own  personal  life.  Perhaps 
this  paper  will  turn  out  to  be  more  than  just  another  paper;  it  may  be  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  what  will  be  a  process  of  dealing  with  past  demons  and  negative  view¬ 
points.  I  guess,  seven  years  later,  it’s  about  time.  Maybe  the  sanctity  of  marriage 
and  promises  of  relationships  are  not  dead! 
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Jennifer  Byrne-Stasiek 

Ramifications  of  Divorce 


The  causes  behind  most  divorces  are  usually  easily  identified:  adultery, 
abuse,  abandonment,  and  excessive  substance  abuse.  These  elements  alone 
make  for  a  very  difficult  situation  for  all  involved.  Most  people,  while  making 
the  decision  on  whether  or  not  to  divorce,  fail  to  recognize  what  their  lives  will 
be  like  after  the  divorce  is  final.  The  post  divorce  situation  has  several  distinctly 
negative  characteristics:  a  confusing  social  status,  a  deteriorating  economic  posi¬ 
tion,  and  a  changing  of  the  children’s  lives  forever.  The  aforementioned  conse¬ 
quences  of  a  divorce  are  very  common  in  most  divorces. 

Immediately  following  the  final  divorce  hearing,  the  two  once  married  part¬ 
ners  are  now  labeled  divorcees.  There  was  a  time  in  recent  history  when  being 
divorced  was  a  social  faux  pas,  but  more  recently  society  has  began  to  regard 
divorce  in  a  much  kinder  manner.  Yet,  divorcees  still  find  themselves  outcasts  at 
functions  such  as  dinner  parties,  work  functions,  and  even  church.  These  situ¬ 
ations  put  pressure  on  the  divorced  person  to  either  go  alone  or  scramble  for  a 
date;  both  options  make  an  already  awkward  position  even  worse.  Being  single 
again  and  labeled  a  divorcee,  more  than  likely  including  children,  is  a  definite 
change  in  social  status  from  being  married  with  children. 

Not  only  is  the  social  status  changed,  but  so  is  the  economic  status.  Most 
divorced  situations  rely  on  the  former  wife  being  able  to  become  self  sufficient. 
In  most  cases,  it  is  very  difficult,  and  the  women  and  the  children  living  with 
them  see  a  dramatic  deterioration  of  their  economic  position.  Most  women  will 
receive  child  support  and/or  spousal  support  (alimony).  Unfortunately,  the 
support  may  not  ever  be  realized,  causing  increased  legal  expenses  while  trying 
to  chase  down  the  delinquent  ex-spouse.  The  lack  of  support  payments  makes 
the  divorced  woman  not  only  have  larger  legal  bills  but  causes  delinquencies  on 
other  bills,  sometimes  leading  to  bankruptcy,  sometimes  forcing  the  family  on 
public  aid,  but  always  causing  increased  stress  as  needs  are  not  being  met. 

The  stress  is  not  only  on  the  ex-spouse,  but  children  as  well  are  always 
innocent  victims  of  divorce.  The  children  abruptly  and  traumatically  have  their 
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ives  changed  forever;  usually  this  involves  the  loss  of  their  father  on  a  regular 
.nd  consistent  basis.  Almost  all  of  the  time,  because  of  their  absence,  fathers  are 
ess  likely  to  support  their  former  family  This  support  includes  daily  living  ex- 
)enses,  educational  expenses,  and  life  experience  expenses.  Children  of  divorce 
;  ire  immediately  more  vulnerable  without  a  father  around  to  protect  them,  guide 
hem,  and  help  them  through  life.  Many  children  become  depressed  and  aggres- 
,ive,  making  single  parenting  a  tough  task.  Mom  is  forced  to  take  on  Dad  s  role 
is  well  as  keep  up  with  her  position  in  her  child’s  life. 

The  consequences  of  divorce  can  be  overwhelming.  Most  couples  consider- 
ng  divorce  take  the  time  to  stop  and  realize  exactly  what  their  lives  will  be  like 
oost  divorce.  Careful  planning  can  help  alleviate  some  of  the  issues,  but  some 
;annot  be  helped  no  matter  how  much  planning  occurs.  Divorce  is  an  ugly, 
lark,  dysfunctional,  and  all-too-common  part  of  society. 

Now  that  we  see  the  effects  of  divorce,  can  we  analyze  them  and  determine 
vhat  we  can  do  to  assist  and  to  support  married  couples  in  the  hope  that  the 
results  of  working  on  a  marriage  may  outweigh  the  negative  results  of  divorce? 
Vlany  of  the  causes  of  divorce  can  easily  be  worked  on  in  family  counseling,  and 
possibly,  if  more  people  in  our  society  recognize  the  negative  sides  of  divorce, 
we  can  all  work  together  to  make  the  changes  necessary  to  keep  more  marriages 
together,  or  more  appropriately,  to  support  those  who  have  no  other  choice  but 
to  divorce. 
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Rachel  Maxin 

A  Lesson  Learned 


In  life,  everyone  is  taught  lessons  involuntarily,  lessons  that  are  stumbled 
ipon  without  our  consent  whether  we  are  ready  for  them  or  not.  1  believe  the 
essons  we  never  intended  to  learn  are  the  ones  that  we  needed  to  experience 
he  most.  Even  though  it  hurts  to  be  taught  certain  aspects  of  life  the  hard  way, 
;uch  pain  will  make  us  stronger  and  able  to  endure  new  obstacles  and  situa- 
ions.  When  1  was  sixteen,  1  learned  a  very  important  lesson  in  life:  I  learned 
vhat  it  meant  to  cope. 

Until  my  senior  year  in  high  school,  I  could  never  speak  of  my  feelings 
ibout  “her”  without  becoming  angry.  I'd  roll  my  eyes  at  the  mention  of  her 
lame.  When  I  would  see  her  and  the  boy  who  took  my  place  walking  down  the 
railway,  1  would  nudge  my  other  friends  and  let  out  an  enormous  laugh  and 
ooint  in  their  direction.  I  never  took  the  time  to  realize  why  I  always  made  so 
many  jokes  about  her  and  her  new  relationship.  I  felt  a  little  piece  of  my  heart 
missing.  She  possessed  it,  and  1  didn’t  know  any  other  way  to  handle  my  feel- 
mgs  other  than  by  covering  them  up  with  a  smirk. 

To  put  it  simply,  the  girl  who  was  one  my  best  friend  deserted  me  for  the 
first  guy  who  showed  interest  in  her.  My  so-called  other-half  stopped  being 
my  best  friend  to  be  with  him.  She  was  never  forced  to  abandon  me;  her  deser¬ 
tion  was  just  something  she  felt  obligated  to  do.  In  order  to  maintain  a  relation¬ 
ship  with  the  guy  she  “loved  more  than  anything  in  the  world,”  she’d  have  to  de- 
•  vote  all  of  her  time  to  him.  It’s  hard  for  me  to  believe  we  were  once  inseparable. 
Later,  when  we’d  see  each  other  at  school,  we  would  both  instinctively  turn  our 
heads  in  the  opposite  directions  as  if  we  were  repelling  magnets. 

We  met  in  homeroom  during  sixth  grade.  I  remember  the  first  thing  she 
ever  said  to  me,  “Can  you  help  me  find  the  gym?  I  smiled,  shook  my  head  yes, 
and  helped  her  find  the  way.  Not  only  did  she  find  her  way  to  the  gym,  but 
she  also  found  a  very  special  friendship.  We  evolved  from  seeing  each  other 
j  for  forty-five  minutes  every  morning  to  becoming  best  friends.  From  sledding 
down  driveways  in  the  summer  to  making  jokes  about  everything  imaginable, 
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there  was  never  a  time  we  spent  together  that  I  didn’t  laugh  until  I  cried.  It  was 
impossible  not  to  have  a  good  time  with  her.  Her  contagious  laugh  and  creativ¬ 
ity  always  ensured  a  fun  time.  We  made  every  moment  count. 

As  we  grew  older,  my  friend  was  often  depressed.  She  always  talked  about 
wanting  to  have  a  boyfriend  and  experience  what  love  felt  like.  Even  thought  I 
knew  a  boyfriend  wouldn’t  necessarily  be  a  cure  for  her  depression,  it  was  hard  | 
for  me  to  see  her  unhappy.  Halfway  through  our  sophomore  year,  she  found 
a  boy  whom  she  was  interested  in.  I  had  a  class  with  him,  so  1,  along  with  my 
other  close  friends,  tried  exhaustingly  hard  to  set  them  up  on  a  date.  One  date 
led  to  another  date,  and  soon  a  relationship  bloomed.  1  was  honestly  happy  for 
her.  However,  this  feeling  did  not  last  for  long.  She  began  to  spend  all  of  her  fra 
time  with  him.  Her  favorite  topic  of  conversation  was  her  new  “love”  and  every¬ 
thing  that  came  along  with  it.  She  stopped  talking  to  me  altogether  at  one  point 
and  1  couldn’t  help  but  grow  hard  feelings.  Summer  came  along,  and  we  almost 
lost  touch  completely.  We  did  mange  to  talk  once  during  this  time,  but  even 
then  she  was  too  preoccupied  with  her  boyfriend  to  really  carry  on  any  sort  of 
conversation.  Her  contagious  laugh  was  gone.  Her  sense  of  humor  was  replaced 
with  some  boy  who  was  now  her  whole  world.  I  was  so  confused.  Where  did 
my  best  friend  go? 

She  is  now  in  the  past.  Thinking  about  her  used  to  hurt  as  if  a  knife  was 
stabbing  me  straight  through  my  heart,  but  I  have  slowly  learned  to  accept  what 
I  cannot  change.  The  thing  I  could  not  change  was  change  itself.  It  took  me 
a  few  years  to  realize  that  nobody  can  control  this  ever-present  phenomenon. 
Change  will  continue  to  occur  in  our  lives  at  any  given  moment.  I’ve  heard  that 
change  is  a  law  of  life;  those  who  look  only  to  the  past  or  present  are  certain  to 
miss  the  future.  I  had  no  choice  but  to  move  on. 

My  best  friend  had  metamorphosed  into  just  another  person  I  saw  while 
standing  in  the  lunch  line  at  school.  I  accept  that  now.  I  will  never  forget  all  of 
the  irreplaceable  memories  of  a  time  that  I  cherish.  People  come  and  go,  but 
everyone  has  left  something  with  me,  even  when  they’ve  left  me.  At  the  time,  I 
felt  betrayed,  but  that  is  not  what  is  important  now.  What  I  took  from  her  has 
helped  me  grow.  She  still  holds  that  little  piece  of  my  heart.  But  instead  of  feel¬ 
ing  the  emptiness  I  once  felt,  I  now  feel  hope.  I  am  hopeful  that  she  will  hold 
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5  m  to  that  part  of  me  forever  and  remember  the  amazing  times  we  had.  Every- 
hing  seems  to  happen  for  a  reason,  and  I  will  continue  to  learn  from  everything 
md  everyone  I  will  ever  lose. 


77 


Cassandra  Zurawski 

The  True  Master 


Don’t  cry  like  a  girl;  roar  like  a  woman.  At  least  that’s  what  Victor  had 
taught  her.  And  now  in  the  dreary  aftermath  of  his  betrayal,  Madelyn  sat  at  her 
desk  repeatedly  tapping  the  bottom  edge  of  a  business  card  against  its  black 
surface. 

The  phone  rang,  and  Madelyn  raised  the  receiver  to  her  ear.  “ Vanity  Fair.” 

“Don’t  screen,  Maddy.  It’s  me.” 

“Seth,”  Madelyn  replied,  laying  the  business  card  flat  on  the  desk.  “I  was 
just  thinking  about  you.” 

“What  a  coincidence.  I’ve  been  thinking  about  you  all  morning.”  Seth 
paused  tactfully,  and  it  made  Madelyn  smile.  “How  does  it  feel  to  get  the  better 
of  your  teacher?” 

“More  bitter  than  sweet.  Remember  he  got  the  best  of  me  first.” 

“Yes,  but  as  you  always  say,  you’re  not  the  one  six  feet  under.” 

“True,”  Madelyn  agreed.  She  twisted  the  white  phone  cord  around  her 
index  finger. 

“That’s  no  comfort  to  you,  is  it?”  Seth  asked. 

“Not  really.  I  greatly  respected  Victor,  and  I  was  completely  blindsided 
when  he  tried  to  frame  me.  The  ballsy  bastard,  may  he  rest  in  peace.” 

“It’s  not  your  fault;  you  didn’t  know  what  he  was  into,  that  he  was  keeping 
secrets  from  you.” 

“It’s  my  fault;  I  didn’t  know  I  was  going  to  get  blamed  for  it.  I  mean  sabo¬ 
tage,  trailing,  blackmailing— that  was  our  business-and  that  was  all  well  and 
good,  but  framing  me  for  that  drug  deal?  It  kind  of  leaves  a  sour  taste  in  my 
mouth.” 

“Don’t  blame  yourself  for  not  knowing.  That  was  the  whole  point,  right? 

So  you  wouldn’t  suspect  anything,  and  then  BAM!  Out  of  nowhere.” 

“Yes,  BAM!  Into  eternity,  into  the  grave.”  The  business  card  was  for  a 
florist.  Madelyn  flipped  it  over  to  hide  the  text.  “He  was  proud  of  me  for  doing 
it,  you  know.  Going  through  with  it.  There  was  so  much  pain  in  his  eyes,  but  I 
could  see  he  respected  me  for  not  being  afraid  to  get  my  revenge  against  him.” 
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“I’m  proud  of  you,  Maddy,”  Seth  told  her.  “Victor’s  always  intimidated  me." 

“You’re  full  of  it,  Seth.  The  man  was  seventy-four  years  old." 

“Only  the  good  die  young." 

“That  would  make  Victor  merely  middle-aged.” 

“Don’t  forget  you  used  to  call  him  an  old  softie.” 

“Well...”  Madelyn  flipped  the  business  card  back  over  and  read  it.  “Maybe 
’m  an  old  softie,  too." 

Madelyn  made  her  way  down  the  sidewalk,  the  hood  ol  her  raincoat  pulled 
ap  over  her  head.  Her  shoulders  were  hunched  forward  under  the  steady  beat 
af  the  rain.  She  almost  huddled  up  as  she  walked,  folding  hei  arms  up  against 
her  body  and  peering  up  to  navigate  through  the  other  rain-soaked  people.  At 
fast  she  found  the  door  with  two  glass  panels,  the  door  to  the  bar.  Seth  was 

waiting  at  their  usual  table  in  the  corner. 

“Have  1  ever  told  you  about  my  family?"  Madelyn  asked  as  she  slid  into  the 
booth  across  from  Seth.  She  was  already  craning  her  neck,  looking  foi  a  wait¬ 
ress. 

“No.”  Seth  leaned  forward.  He  was  instantly  intrigued. 

“My  mother  was  a  very  odd  woman.”  Madelyn  glanced  at  Seth.  Loving. 
Don’t  get  me  wrong.  But  she  had  this  habit  of  stopping  by  every  cemeteiy  she 
passed  unless  she  had  visited  it  in  the  past  six  months. 

“What  for?”  Seth  asked. 

“To  weep  for  the  dead.  Perfect  strangers,  of  course,  but  she  said  they  were 
no  less  important  than  Grandpa  or  any  of  our  group  who  had  passed  away.  And 
she  couldn’t  just  cry  at  the  entrance,  looking  out  over  the  expanse  of  graves. 

No,  Mother  had  to  stop  by  each  and  every  grave.”  Madelyn  relaxed  when  she 
saw  the  waitress  headed  their  way,  and  she  met  Seth’s  gaze.  “She  read  off  their 
names,  birthdates,  and  the  days  they  had  died.  She  had  a  very  inteiesting 
dialog  with  them,  saying  things  like,  ‘Oh,  Nancy,  your  husband  died  only  three 
months  before  you  did.  Did  you  die  of  grief?  Or  maybe  the  more  popular, 
‘Susan,  you  outlived  Daniel  by  thirty-seven  years! 

Seth  grinned  a  little  at  the  absurdity  of  the  scene  and  shook  his  head. 

“It  drove  my  father  crazy,”  Madelyn  added.  “We  were  late  for  a  lot  of  things 
because  Mother  would  make  him  stop  the  car.” 
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“Make  him  stop  it?”  Seth  put  the  conversation  on  pause  and  leaned  back 
against  the  booth  as  the  waitress  stepped  up  to  the  table. 

“Hi,  our  specials  for  the  evening—” 

“Captain  on  the  rocks,”  Madelyn  interrupted.  She  held  up  two  fingers. 
“Bring  me  two.” 

The  waitress  forced  a  smile  of  acknowledgement  onto  her  annoyed  expres¬ 
sion.  She  turned  her  attention  to  Seth. 

“I’ll  have  what  she’s  having,”  he  said  with  a  nonchalant  motion  of  his  hand 

The  waitress  turned  and  walked  away.  Madelyn  suddenly  felt  the  urge  to 
smoke,  or  at  least  to  light  someone  else’s  cigarette.  She  had  kicked  the  habit 
herself  several  years  ago,  for  Victor. 

Seth  leaned  forward  again.  “How  would  she  make  him  stop  the  car?”  he 
asked. 

Madelyn  blinked  at  him,  trying  to  remember  what  they  had  been  talking 
about  before  the  waitress  came.  “Oh,  yes.  Of  course.  She  would  threaten  to 
jump  out  of  the  car.  She  opened  the  door  a  few  times.  Scared  my  father  white 
as  a  ghost.  Not  that  she  would  jump,  right?  But  he  was  worried  about  the  car 
door  getting  scratched.” 

“Of  course,”  Seth  echoed  with  irony  in  his  cool  voice. 

“That’s  Father  for  you.  He’d  fix  your  bicycle  in  two  seconds  if  you  asked 
him  to— unless  he  was  eating  or  reading  the  paper— but  if  you  did  something 
wrong,  you  feared  him  like  you  were  taught  to  fear  God’s  wrath.  My  sister 
Serena  would  always  elbow  me  in  school  and  say,  ‘Don’t  you  dare  pass  notes, 
Maddy.  If  you  get  caught...’”  Madelyn  raised  her  index  fingers  to  either  side  of 
her  forehead  like  two  flesh-colored  horns.  “Father  would  get  very  angry.” 

“You  were  in  the  same  grade?”  Seth  pressed  her. 

“Yes,  after  she  got  held  back  a  year.  That  was  only  because  she  was  sick. 
She  wasn’t  stupid.  It  made  Father  mad  though,  her  being  held  back.” 

“Where’s  your  sister  now?” 

“Well...”  Madelyn  looked  around  for  the  waitress.  She  needed  a  drink. 
“Serena  went  to  prison  for  aggravated  assault.” 

“Whoa,  really?  Was  she  a  big  girl?  Strong?  Bar  fight?” 

“No,  nothing  like  that.  Same  size  as  me.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  used  to 
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borrow  my  clothes  a  lot  in  high  school.  She’d  give  'em  back  as  soon  as  1  threat¬ 
ened  to  tell  Father.” 

“But  the  assault,”  Seth  insisted,  trying  to  keep  Madelyn  on  track. 

“Yes,  the  assault.  An  ugly  page  in  our  family’s  history.  If  1  had  found  out 
her  boyfriend  was  cheating  on  her  before  she  did,  1  would  ve  done  it  myself. 

Seth  froze.  “Done  what?” 

Madelyn  motioned  in  the  air  as  if  she  was  holding  something-maybe  the 
handle  of  something  sharp-and  brought  it  down  with  swift  justice.  Right  off, 
if  you  know  what  1  mean.” 

Seth  winced  and  automatically  brought  his  hand  to  guard  his  own  ciotch. 
“Jesus,”  he  muttered. 

The  waitress  returned  with  a  round  plastic  tray  and  set  the  four  glasses  of 
amber  liquid  on  the  table.  “Anything  else  1  can  get  for  you  right  now?” 

Madelyn  shook  her  head,  and  the  waitress  left  them  to  their  conversation. 

“Jesus,”  Seth  repeated.  “Right  off?” 

Madelyn  looked  him  in  the  eye  and  enunciated  her  next  rive  syllables. 

“Lorena  Bobbit.” 

“Damn.” 

“Let’s  change  the  subject,”  Madelyn  said.  She  raised  one  of  her  two  glasses 
to  her  lips  and  began  the  process  of  emptying  it  in  generous  sips. 

“How  about  Victor?”  Seth  asked. 

“What  about  Victor?  He  thought  he  could  double-cross  me,  but  he  taught 
me  too  well.  He  should've  known  better.  At  least  we  found  out  what  a  bastard 

he  actually  was-a  real  wolf  in  sheep’s  clothing." 

Seth  paid  no  attention  to  the  two  glasses  of  Captain  Morgan’s  spiced  rum 
in  front  of  him.  Watching  Madelyn  enjoy  hers  and  listening  to  her  talk  this 
way-this  openly -was  intoxicating  enough  for  him.  “1  guess  that’s  the  sign  of  a 
true  master.  He  taught  you  well  enough  to  bring  him  down. 

“1  guess  it  wasn’t  really  that  impressive,”  Madelyn  replied.  I  mean,  like  1 
said,  he  was  seventy-four.  I  should  be  feeling  pretty  bad  right  now.  That’s  like 

beating  down  somebody  s  grandfather  in  the  street. 

“Only  that’s  not  how  it  went  down,  Maddy,  and  you  know  it.  That  drug 
deal  stuff  could’ve  put  you  behind  bars  for  life.  He  was-how  did  you  put 
it?— executed  with  style.’” 
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aHe  was,  but...” 

“Hell,  that  should  comfort  you,”  Seth  told  her.  “If  you  can  take  down  your 
own  teacher,  you  can  take  down  anybody.” 

“I  put  flowers  on  his  damn  grave,  Seth,”  Madelyn  admitted  bitterly.  She 
emptied  her  glass  and  set  it  on  the  table.  “I’m  not  comforted,  but  I  did  try  to 
comfort  a  dead  man.” 

“Maddy—”  j 

“After  I  put  him  in  the  ground.” 

“Hey,  listen.  Forget  what  I  said  about  feeling  comforted,  all  right?  I’m 
just  trying  to  help— I’m  babbling.  I  know  you  cared  about  Victor,  and  I  know 
he  cared  about  you.  Why  he  tried  to  frame  you  is  a  mystery  to  me,  but  it’s  no 
surprise  you  did  what  you  had  to  do  to  clear  your  name.  Of  course  you’re  going 
to  feel  bad,  feel  a  little  off.  You  had  to  kill  your  teacher,  the  person  you’re  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  able  to  trust  the  most.” 

Madelyn  sipped  at  her  second  Captain  on  the  rocks,  mulling  over  what 
Seth  had  said.  “But  I  can’t  help  thinking  my  mother’s  philosophy  has  rubbed 
off  on  me,  that  all  the  dead  have  the  right  to  be  mourned  and  should  be 
mourned.” 

“Look,  Maddy,  do  whatever  feels  right  to  you.  If  flowers  seem  right,  leave 
flowers  on  his  grave.  If  it  weren’t  for  everything  he  taught  you,  you’d  be  in 
prison.  Instead,  you  pulled  off  this  incredible  hit  and  let  Victor  take  the  heat  for 
his  own  crimes.” 

“Avery  dead  and  deceased  Victor,”  Madelyn  pointed  out. 

“Yeah,  but...”  Seth  fell  silent.  He  felt  like  he  was  talking  in  circles. 

Madelyn  realized  it,  too,  and  laughed  a  little.  The  rum  was  loosening  her 
up.  “Victor  was  a  fool,”  she  said  lightly.  “He  told  me  not  to  trust  you.” 

“Not  to  trust  me?”  Seth  was  taken  by  surprise. 

“Yeah,  ever  since  I  met  you,  he  told  me  to  be  careful.  We  met  here,  didn’t 
we?  I  haven’t  thought  about  that  for  a  long  time.” 

A  moment  of  silence  passed  between  them. 

“The  old  bastard,”  Seth  muttered. 

“A  smart,  old  bastard.  He  taught  me  that  emotions  and  reason  are  at  con¬ 
stant  war  with  each  other.  He  said  the  zealous  often  forget  what  they  are  really 
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fighting  for  and  just  start  shouting  about  the  shallowest  aspects  of  their  cause. 
Reason  keeps  you  distant,  granted,  but  it’s  only  in  the  name  of  self-preserva¬ 
tion,  self-protection.  Keeping  the  eye  on  the  ball.” 

“In  your  business,  sure,”  Seth  replied,  still  uncertain  what  this  had  to  do 
with  him. 

“I  can  see  now,  sitting  here  with  you  and  Victor  gone,  that  he  was  right.  He 
knew  me  too  well.  Reason  and  emotions-you’re  in  love  with  me.  He  saw  that.” 

“Well...”  Seth  took  a  quick  sip  of  Captain,  a  thick  caramel  he  only  tasted 
when  he  was  with  Madelyn.  His  pulse  raced  like  that  of  a  small,  trapped  ani¬ 
mal. 


“1  think  what  Victor  really  meant  was  that  he  couldn’t  trust  me,”  Madelyn 
went  on.  “He  couldn’t  trust  me  not  to  fall  for  you,  and  I  can’t  help  but  won¬ 
der  if,  in  his  final  moments,  he  didn’t  imagine  me  telling  you  about  the  whole 
iasco.” 

“Wait— couldn't  trust  you?”  Seth  asked.  “You  mean  there  was  some  chance 
of  you— wait,  you  said—’ 

“Oh,  Seth,  don’t  be  naive.  Don’t  tell  me  there  isn’t  a  plan  in  your  head  that 
doesn’t  end  with  you  walking  me  to  my  door  and  planting  a  kiss  on  me.” 

“Well  .  .  . 

“Are  you  afraid  Victor’s  going  to  come  back  from  the  grave  and  try  to  stop 
you?” 

Seth  grinned  sheepishly  at  the  suggestion. 

Madelyn  picked  up  Seth’s  untouched  Captain  on  the  rocks,  the  ice  already 
beginning  to  melt,  and  sipped  it.  “I’m  not  going  to  stop  you.” 

Seth  admired  her  dark-haired  beauty  for  a  minute.  “I  hope  Victor  won’t 
object  to  me  leaving  flowers  on  his  grave.” 

Madelyn  smiled  and  kept  at  her  Captain.  She  proposed  a  silent  toast  to  life 
after  Victor.  She  had  the  sneaking  suspicion  that  after  so  many  years  of  neurotic 
caution,  she  was  about  to  start  throwing  it  all  to  the  wind. 
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Kriss  Tumbleson 

Vestige 


Your  lips  are 

My  seasoned  peach  blossoms, 
Sliced  and  sweating  in  the  sun. 
Your  eyes  remind  me 
Of  flesh, 

Not  a  feigned  color 
But  faded,  buried. 


Jonathan  Thomas 

Josephine 


The  sex  had  become  boring.  Sex  was  a  routine  event  after  five  years  of  mar¬ 
riage.  Like  all  couples  when  they  get  to  that  point,  they  searched  for  ways  to 
spice  things  up.  They  read  guidebooks,  and  they  watched  porn.  They  experi¬ 
mented  with  various  toys.  Nothing  seemed  to  work  to  get  rid  of  the  simple  mo¬ 
notony  of  getting  off.  One  day,  Norton  came  home  from  work  to  find  an  almost 
unrecognizable  woman  sitting  at  his  dinning  room  table.  It  was  his  wife,  but 
instead  of  her  plain  dirty  blond,  her  hair  was  black.  She  was  wearing  different 
make-up  that  made  her  lips  bright  red  and  her  eyes  dark.  Her  clothes  were  not 
American,  but  by  a  French  designer.  When  he  got  closer  to  her,  he  saw  that  she 
was  wearing  bright  blue  contacts. 

“ Bonjour ,”  she  said,  in  a  French  accent,  looking  up  and  smiling. 

“Hi  honey,”  he  said,  looking  this  new  woman  up  and  down. 

“Who  is  this  honey?”  she  asked  with  a  confused  look.  “Je  m’pelle  Jose¬ 
phine.” 

It  did  not  take  long  for  Norton  to  catch  on.  Her  French  accent  turned  him 
on.  Her  voice  was  light  enough  to  have  the  perfect  little  French  accent.  It  turned 
him  on,  and  he  grabbed  for  her.  She  moved  away. 

“ Excuse  moi ,”  she  said  batting  her  finger.  “I  do  not  know  you.  How  dare  you 
try  to  touch  me  in  such  a  way.” 

Her  accent  drove  him  wild.  He  picked  her  up  and  carried  her  to  their  bed. 

“Non,  monsieur ,”  she  said.  “Non,  s’vilvous  plais.” 

He  threw  her  on  the  bed.  She  writhed  and  fought  his  strength. 

“Non!”  she  said. 

He  slid  his  hands  up  the  silky  dress  and  fondled  her  through  her  under¬ 
wear.  She  breathed  deeply  as  he  touched  her.  He  stroked  the  insides  of  her  legs 
furiously.  It  was  not  too  furious;  a  gentle  furiousity.  He  almost  ripped  her  expen¬ 
sive  clothes  off,  but  he  could  tell  they  were  expensive,  and  he  was  a  cheap  ass.  It 
was  quick  and  passionate. 
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Later,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  he  said,  “That  was  hot.” 

Was  it?’  his  wife  said  in  her  normal,  boring  voice. 

“Yeah,  I  like  the  French  you.” 

“Good.  I  had  hoped  you  would.” 

That  accent  was  the  sexiest  thing  ever.  And  the  way  you  fought  me  off.  It 
was  hot.” 

She  was  glad  that  her  acting  job  succeeded.  She  liked  playing  a  semi-help- 

less  victim.  In  some  sick  way  it  empowered  her.  She  had  newfound  control  ovei 
her  husband. 

“I  wouldn’t  mind  seeing  Josephine  again.”  he  said.  It  was  like  cheating  on 

you  with  another  woman,  he  thought.  The  kind  of  thought  never  to  be  shared 
with  her. 

If  you  are  lucky,”  she  said  coyly,  “you  might.” 

Noiton  was  in  his  cubicle,  lost  in  thought  during  the  infinitesimal  time 
between  completing  one  task  and  beginning  another.  His  mind  could  not  get 
the  day  before  with  Josephine  out  of  his  head.  He  enjoyed  the  role-playing.  He 
hadn’t  been  so  attracted  to  his  wife  since  their  honeymoon.  He  picked  up  the 
phone  and  dialed  his  wife  at  home,  where  she  spent  her  days.  After  a  few  rings, 
the  line  picked  up  with  a  ‘hello’  from  his  wife. 

“ Bonjour ,”  he  said.  “I  am  looking  for  Josephine.” 

He  heard  his  wife  giggle,  something  she  didn’t  do  often  enough.  He  fell  in 
love  with  her  because  of  that  giggle.  He  had  always  been  disappointed  to  hear  it 
less  and  less  as  the  years  went  on.  She  decided  to  play  along.  “Hold  on,  I’ll  get 

her.  After  a  moment  of  silence  he  heard  breathing  again.  “Oui,  can  I  help  you?” 
asked  Josephine. 

He  loweied  his  head,  so  no  one  around  would  hear  him,  and  he  whispered, 
“Will  you  meet  me  at  a  hotel...  un  le  chambreT 
There  was  a  pause,  and  she  replied,  “Oui.” 

uC’est  excellent ,”  he  replied  in  his  rudimentary  French.  “Meet  me  at  the 
Moonlight  Inn  tonight  at  cinq  heure.” 

Norton  was  very  excited  to  see  Josephine  again,  and  he  went  through  the 
rest  of  the  day  in  haste,  so  he  could  leave  early. 
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The  hotel  was  a  relic  of  the  recent  past.  It  rested  on  the  side  of  a  four-lane 
nighway,  long  bypassed  by  the  interstate  a  few  miles  away  The  Moonlight  Inn 
:atered  to  a  specific,  exclusive  clientele:  prostitutes  and  people  who  required  a 
bed  for  the  night-or  for  an  hour.  Norton  bought  the  whole  night.  He  was  being 
ambitious.  Before  getting  to  the  hotel,  he  stopped  at  a  store  and  picked  up  a  few 
things.  He  bought  a  red-checkered  tablecloth,  candles,  silver  and  dinnerware  for 
two,  a  boom  box  and  a  music  CD  of  French  cafe  songs. 

When  Josephine  arrived  in  a  tan  flower  patterned  dress  that  showed  all  the 
right  things,  she  was  so  shocked  at  the  sight  of  the  place,  she  laughed.  Norton 
had  turned  the  room  into  a  French  cafe. 

“Oh,  Norton,”  she  said,  not  in  character. 

“What  was  that?”  he  shot  back. 

“Oh,  c’est  excellent ,”  said  Josephine  happily. 

Burgers  from  a  nearby  McDonalds  passed  for  fine  cafe  lood.  The  buns  were 
removed  for  added  effect.  They  ate  dinner  unceremoniously,  without  much  talk¬ 
ing,  while  the  music  played.  When  the  last  song  ended,  the  playei  stopped,  and 

they  were  done  with  dinner. 

“How  was  your  day?”  asked  Josephine. 

“I  thought  about  you  all  day,  Josephine,”  he  replied.  She  smiled.  He  got  up 
from  his  chair  suddenly  and  walked  over  to  his  mistress. 

“What  do  you  want,  Monsieur ?”  she  asked  looking  at  him,  batting  her  eyes. 

“You.”  He  picked  her  up  and  threw  her  softly  on  the  bed.  Norton  didn’t 
even  bother  to  take  off  her  red  thongi  he  just  pushed  it  aside  and  entered  her. 
He  made  love  to  her  in  a  way  that  he  never  did  with  his  wife.  They  made  love 
many  times  that  night  in  that  shitty  old  hotel  room  with  the  soiled  bed.  They 
didn’t  care  where  they  were. 

Over  the  next  few  weeks,  they  had  more  sex  and  more  often  than  they  had 
their  entire  marriage.  His  wife  continued  to  play  the  part  of  the  trixy  French 
woman.  One  night  Norton  was  laying  in  bed  reading.  His  wife  came  in  dicssed 
in  unsexy  pajamas.  The  kind  of  pajamas  that  are  comfortable  and  nothing  else. 
She  jumped  on  the  bed  and  got  on  all  fours  on  top  of  him.  He  looked  up  from 
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his  book  at  her  and  then  continued  reading.  She  slipped  her  hand  into  his  box¬ 
ers  and  stroked  his  penis. 

“Hi,  honey,”  she  said  seductively. 

He  put  down  the  book  and  turned  off  the  light. 

“I’m  not  really  in  the  mood,”  he  said.  “Night  honey.”  He  rolled  over  with 
his  back  to  her. 

Defeated,  she  curled  up  on  her  side  of  the  bed.  She  tried  not  to  think  abou 
why  he  had  refused  her  willing  offer,  but  she  did. 

Norton  called  Josephine  from  work  almost  everyday.  At  first  his  wife  liked 
it.  But  as  she  began  to  play  the  role  more  and  more,  she  liked  it  less  and  less. 

Yet,  she  continued  to  play  along.  Her  husband  was  happy  and  that  mattered  to 
her.  He  had  left  the  funk  he  had  been  in  for  quite  some  time.  The  problem  was 
that  she  never  felt  the  positive  effects;  Josephine  did.  Norton  had  fallen  in  love 
with  Josephine,  and  she  knew  it. 

It  wasn't  conscious  on  his  part. 

Continuing  their  erotic  game,  Norton  took  Josephine  shopping.  Not  just  to 
the  mall,  but  to  the  fancy  French  boutiques  downtown.  Places  Norton  would 
never  go  to  spend  money  on  his  wife  because  they  were  so  expensive. 

His  wife  played  along  because  she  was  so  happy  that  she  got  to  go  shop¬ 
ping  for  once.  Norton  bought  her  whatever  she  wanted-and  whatever  he  want¬ 
ed.  He  liked  watching  her  try  on  short  skirts.  Skirts  his  wife  would  never  wear 
because  they  were  too  short  and  sleazy.  Josephine  tried  everything  on  to  make 
him  happy.  The  hem  line  on  one  skirt  he  really  liked  was  barely  to  the  middle  of 
her  thigh.  It  was  trimmed  with  black  lace  and  had  a  red  tartan  pattern.  Norton 
loved  it.  His  wife  didn’t  like  it.  But  Josephine  loved  it. 

“Do  I  look  sexy?”  she  asked  tilting  her  head  and  body,  puckering  her  lips 
together  in  character. 

“You  look  incredible,”  he  said. 

Norton  looked  around  to  see  if  there  was  a  dressing  room  attendant,  and 
there  wasn’t.  He  walked  towards  her  and  kissed  her.  After  a  passionate  kiss  on 
the  lips,  he  lightly  kissed  her  neck,  and  she  was  instantly  turned  on.  He  pushed 
Josephine  into  the  dressing  room  and  shut  the  door. 
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“Excusez,  moi”  she  said.  “What  do  you  think  you  are  doing?”  He  slid  his 
ands  up  the  skirt.  The  further  up  he  went,  the  more  she  writhed  in  pleasure, 
le  unzipped  his  pants  and  let  out  his  toy.  He  rubbed  it  on  the  inside  of  her 
highs.  He  nudged  her  against  the  wall  and  motioned  to  insert  it  into  her,  but 

he  stopped  him. 

“Non,  non,”  she  said.  “1  hear  you  American  men  like  blow  jobs.  I  do  that 
i  nstead.” 

She  got  on  her  knees  and  preformed  the  wifely  duty.  They  bought  the 
oiled  skirt  and  giggled  to  themselves  all  the  way  home.  If  they  had  no  scruples 
hey  would  have  put  it  back  on  the  rack. 

The  boredom  of  their  marriage  was  gone  when  Josephine  was  around. 

Vhen  Josephine  wasn’t  around  the  boredom  returned.  Norton  now  lived  to  love 
osephine.  He  had  forgotten  what  new  love  was  like.  There  is  nothing  else  like 
t,  and  it  can  be  intoxicating.  He  liked  cheating  on  his  wife  with  his  wife.  It  had 
symmetry  to  it.  He  had  the  high  of  falling  in  love  all  over  again  without  the  pain 
of  lust  and  loss  he  would  endure  if  he  actually  did.  His  wife,  being  a  woman 
vho’s  only  meaning  in  life  was  derived  from  her  ability  to  be  a  good  wife, 

}layed  along  dutifully. 

She  dyed  her  hair  and  tanned  regularly,  so  her  skin  would  be  bronzed  like 
she  spent  her  days  on  the  beach  in  Cannes.  She  bought  all  the  latest  French 
fashions.  Norton  didn’t  care  how  much  Josephine  spent  anymore.  She  learned 
French  and  slowly,  as  months  went  by,  more  and  more  of  hei  vernacular  was 
French.  Her  faux  accent  was  permanent.  For  these  months  Norton  was  hap¬ 
pier  than  he’d  been  all  during  their  marriage.  His  wife  took  joy  in  seeing  her 
husband  be  happy  for  once. 

Then,  the  act  became  the  new  normal.  A  groove  began  to  be  settled  into.  As 
things  were  bound  to  eventually  come  to  an  end,  even  the  new  noimal  got  stale. 
Everything  began  to  feel  like  things  felt  before  Josephine  came  along.  Norton 
began  to  get  withdrawn  again.  The  hot  sex  stopped.  Norton  started  to  stay  late 
at  work  on  purpose.  Josephine  began  to  eat  many  dinners  alone.  When  it  came 
time  to  re-dye  her  roots,  she  changed  the  color  all  together  and  went  sandy 
brown.  She  stopped  tanning,  and  she  threw  out  the  contacts.  One  night,  when 
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Norton  came  home,  he  went  straight  to  bed  where  Josephine  was  waiting  in  the 
dark. 

“What  is  wrong?"  Josephine  asked. 

He  didn’t  respond.  She  turned  on  the  lights  in  the  room,  and  he  saw  that 
she  was  naked.  Her  body  was  pale  in  the  light.  Her  pubic  hair  was  thick  and 
high.  She  had  no  make-up  on.  Her  hair  was  sandy  brown,  and  her  eyes  were 
back  to  brown.  She  no  longer  looked  like  Josephine. 

“What  is  wrong  my  gentle  bloke?”  she  asked,  this  time  not  in  her  French 
accent,  but  an  English  one.  Norton  perked  up  as  he  responded  to  the  new 
woman.  They  made  love  and  Norton  liked  his  new  English  lady.  Her  name  was 
Emma,  and  she  was  from  Bristol. 
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Jessica  Young 

In  My  Pond 


You  tossed  it  carelessly, 
that  little  comment. 

Perhaps  thinking  it  would  run  into  the  gutter 
and  drain  down, 
to  be  forgotten. 

But  in  my  pond, 

1  am  a  frog, 
and  I  absorbed  it 
right  through  my  skin 
as  frogs  do; 
it  changed  me, 
that  comment. 

I  carry  it  around  now, 
a  third  leg. 
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Cassandra  Zurawski 

The  Beginning 

Margot  pushed  the  library  door  open  and  walked  up  to  the  rows  of  tables 
where  the  rest  of  her  class  was  gathering.  She  slung  her  backpack  onto  the 
floor,  sitting  down  next  to  Darin.  In  a  moment  of  self-consciousness,  Margot 
picked  a  pill  from  her  sweater  and  swept  her  dark  curls  over  her  shoulder. 

“Ready  for  the  fun  to  begin?”  Darin  asked  dryly.  He  sat  with  his  large 
frame  hunched  forward,  leaning  his  arms  on  the  table. 

It  might  not  be  that  bad,”  Margot  assured  him,  settling  into  the  padded 
wooden  chair.  “Victorian  England’s  not  the  worst  thing  to  do  a  project  on.” 

HeY  g^s,  Todd  greeted  them  with  a  brief  wave.  He  sat  down  across  froi 
them  and  adjusted  his  glasses.  “You  ready?” 

“As  ready  as  I’ll  ever  be,”  Darin  replied. 

Dr.  Moore  cleared  his  throat,  standing  over  one  of  the  tables.  “I  think 
everyone’s  here  who  intends  on  coming,”  he  addressed  his  students.  “Get  in 
your  groups  if  you  aren’t  already.  If  you  need  a  topic,  come  see  me.  Otherwise, 
please  start  on  your  projects  and  try  to  use  the  whole  period.”  He  looked  at 

his  watch.  “You  have  over  an  hour.  That’s  more  than  enough  time  to  End  a  few 
good  references.” 

The  sounds  of  voices,  shuffled  papers,  and  chairs  being  pushed  across  the 
carpet  followed  Dr.  Moore’s  instructions. 

“Where  do  we  start?”  Darin  asked. 

“Encyclopedias  are  the  easiest  place  to  start,”  Margot  said. 

“I’ll  grab  a  computer  and  see  what  other  books  I  can  find,”  Todd  offered, 
pulling  a  notebook  out  of  his  backpack  and  walking  away. 

Darin  followed  Margot  to  the  shelves  that  housed  the  reference  books. 

They  searched  the  spines  before  taking  potentially  useful  books  into  their 
hands. 

Yeah,  this  has  some  good  stuff,  Margot  remarked.  She  glanced  at  the 
open  encyclopedia  Darin  was  reading.  “How  about  you?  Anything?” 

“I  think  so.” 

Todd  reappeared  at  their  sides.  “I  found  some  books.” 
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“All  right.  Let’s  check  'em  out,”  Margot  said. 

Dropping  the  encyclopedias  off  at  their  seats,  the  three  headed  deepei  into 
he  library.  Todd  checked  the  first  number  in  his  notebook  against  the  numbers 
>n  the  ends  of  the  bookcases.  He  led  Margot  and  Darin  down  one  of  the  aisles, 

lis  eyes  searching  the  endless  rows  of  books. 

“Victorian  England  doesn’t  include  Tolkien,  does  it?”  Darin  asked. 

t  “No,  I  don’t  think  so,”  Margot  replied  with  a  laugh.  “It’d  be  nice,  though. 

“Strider  never  had  to  go  to  college,  Darin  said.  He  didn  t  have  to  do  proj 

:cts  for  Dr.  Moore.” 

“I  wish  1  could  just  go  through  my  computer  screen  sometimes  and  live  in 
vhatever  world  I’m  playing  in,”  Todd  admitted.  “Worlds  with  elves  and  dwarves 
ind  no  homework.” 

01  “And  really  hot  chicks  in  weird  clothes,”  Darin  added. 

“So,”  a  man’s  voice  addressed  them  from  the  other  side  of  the  bookcase, 
you  wish  you  could  escape  into  another  world,  do  you?” 

“Yeah,”  Margot  answered  with  a  grin. 

Todd  and  Darin  nodded. 

;e  “You  know  the  old  saying,”  the  man  replied  solemnly.  “Be  careful  what  you 
vish  for.” 

J  “I’m  sorry,  man,  but  fantasy  is  way,  way  cooler  than  anything  in  this  life, 
Darin  said. 

J  “Do  you  work  here?”  Todd  asked  through  the  books,  unable  to  see  the 
man’s  face. 

“No,  I’m  doing  research.  1  work  at  the  local  museum. 

“Is  there  anything  at  the  museum  about  Victorian  England?  Margot  in¬ 
quired. 

“Yes.  1  think  you’d  be  surprised  at  what  you’ll  End  there,”  the  man  an¬ 
swered  elusively.  His  footsteps  retreated  down  the  aisle  of  books. 

“Here’s  a  good  chance  to  pick  up  some  Brownie  points,”  Margot  said.  If 
we  go  down  to  the  museum,  Dr.  Moore  will  eat  it  up.” 

“You  mean  when  you  go  to  the  museum,”  Darin  answered. 

Margot  turned  to  Todd.  “Are  you  in?  she  asked. 

“No,  1  think  I’ll  stick  to  the  books.  Let  us  know  what  you  End,  though.” 
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Margot  parked  in  front  of  the  museum  and  hurried  through  the  cold  win  I 
to  the  metal  doors.  She  let  herself  in,  peering  around  at  the  musty-smelling  ei 
hibits.  Even  in  a  sweater  and  old  jeans,  Margot  felt  strangely  futuristic  in  light 
of  the  objects  around  her. 

“May  I  help  you  find  something?” 

Margot  lecognized  the  voice  at  once  and  turned  to  face  the  man  who  had 
spoken  to  them  in  the  library.  He  was  younger  than  she  had  expected,  and  his 
dark  hair  gave  him  a  mysterious  quality  beyond  his  rhythmic  voice. 

“I  wondered  when  you  were  going  to  stop  by,”  he  said.  “The  Victorian 
exhibit  has  been  dusted  for  you.” 

Margot  smiled.  “Thanks.” 

You  11  find  it  past  the  settlers  and  colonists.  My  name  is  Tyler  if  you  need 
anything  else.” 

“Thanks.” 

Margot  headed  toward  the  back  of  the  museum,  passing  the  inside  of  a  log 
cabin  and  a  mannequin  dressed  as  a  Minute  Man.  She  pulled  a  pen  and  a  smal 
notebook  from  the  pocket  of  her  jacket.  She  looked  over  the  Victorian  exhibit 
with  interest,  admiring  the  mannequins  extravagant  dress  and  the  exquisite 
lamp  in  the  background. 

Tyler  approached  Margot  with  a  small  wooden  box  in  his  hands.  He  laid  it 
on  the  glass  counter  behind  her. 

“Is  that  Victorian?”  Margot  asked. 

“It’s  something  I  think  you’d  be  interested  in,”  Tyler  replied,  continuing 
down  the  aisle  of  exhibits. 

Margot  jotted  down  a  few  pages  of  notes  about  the  pieces  in  the  recreated 
Victorian  sitting  room  and  tucked  her  notebook  away.  She  opened  the  wooden 
box  to  find  a  single  bronze  coin.  Margot  picked  it  up  and  examined  it  in  the 
museum  s  fluorescent  lighting.  The  coin  held  the  proud  face  of  a  stunning 
young  woman,  and  Margot  squinted  to  read  the  words  below  her  picture. 

jazhara,  Queen  of  the  South,”  she  mumbled.  Turning  it  over,  she  read, 

“All  paths  lead  to  Evergren.” 

Margot  heard  something  like  a  short  burst  of  wind,  and  when  she  looked 
up,  a  portal  had  opened  in  the  aisle.  Through  it,  she  could  see  lush  foliage  and 
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a  forest  of  trees.  Bird  songs  called  to  her,  and  Margot  slowly  reached  her  hand 
out.  On  the  other  side  of  the  portal,  the  air  felt  warm  and  inviting.  Margot  took 
a  deep  breath  and  stepped  through  it,  grass  replacing  the  tiles  beneath  her  feet. 
Pocketing  the  coin,  she  felt  one  of  the  trees  to  make  sure  it  was  real,  and  bits  of 
its  bark  stuck  to  her  skin. 

Margot  walked  in  awe  of  her  surroundings,  her  mouth  agape.  The  fresh  air 
was  a  welcome  change  from  the  heavy,  stale  air  of  the  museum.  Coming  to  the 
edge  of  the  trees,  she  gasped  at  the  sight  of  the  magnificent  palace  in  the  middle 
of  the  clearing.  Margot  craned  her  neck  to  see  the  top  of  it,  the  light-colored 

stones  shining  beautifully  in  the  warm  sunlight. 

“You!”  a  voice  commanded.  “Don’t  move.  You  are  under  arrest  by  orders 

of  the  Queen.” 

Margot  screamed  when  she  saw  the  creatures  marching  toward  her.  They 
stood  upright  like  men  but  had  the  heads  of  crocodiles.  Frozen  with  flight  and 
disoriented  by  the  unfamiliar  world,  Margot  soon  felt  two  of  the  creatuies  take 
I  hold  of  her  arms.  She  stared  at  them,  disgusted  by  their  reptilian  skin. 

“Who  are  you,  and  what  is  your  business  here?”  one  of  the  creatures  de¬ 
manded.  His  crisp  uniform  was  decorated  with  three  rows  of  gold  medals. 

“My  name  is  Margaret  Lawrence,”  Margot  replied,  afraid  of  what  would 
1  happen  if  she  did  not  answer.  “I  came  here  through  a  portal. 

“Another  one,”  the  creature  retorted.  “To  the  palace!” 

The  creatures  forced  Margot  to  the  front  of  the  palace,  where  more  croco 
dile-headed  creatures  stood  guard.  They  held  tall  spears  decorated  with  colored 

feathers.  A  shiver  of  repulsion  ran  up  Margot  s  spine. 

“You’ve  done  well  for  yourself  today,  Alaric,  one  of  the  guards  greeted  the 

creature  with  gold  medals. 

“She  came  in  through  a  portal,”  Alaric  replied. 

“Ohhhh,”  the  creature  said  with  mocking  sympathy,  looking  down  his 
snout  at  Margot.  “Tears  will  roll  down  my  cheeks  if  you  re  going  up  beloie 
Jazhara.”  He  smiled  a  long,  toothy  smile. 

“Open  the  gates!”  Alaric  commanded. 

The  crocodile  guards  opened  the  tall  wooden  gates,  and  Margot  was  ush¬ 
ered  into  the  courtyard.  Flowers  and  tropical  plants  bloomed  along  the  walls 
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that  surrounded  the  yard.  Fountains  flowed  on  either  side  of  her,  but  Margot  j 
barely  noticed  them.  A  set  of  elaborate  doors  stood  ahead,  and  two  tigresses  la) 
on  the  ground  in  front  of  them,  napping  in  the  sunlight.  They  wore  dresses  like 
women,  but  their  bodies  were  covered  with  striped  fur.  Margot  was  relieved  thai 
their  cat-like  faces  were  much  less  terrifying  than  those  of  the  crocodile  men. 

"Rise!”  Alaric  croaked. 

The  two  tigresses  stretched  their  limbs  lazily  and  rose  to  their  feet.  They 
greeted  Margot  with  nods  and  purring  sounds. 

“She  must  go  before  the  Queen,”  Alaric  told  them  gruffly  “Open  the 
doors.” 

The  tigresses  pushed  the  doors  open  and  led  the  others  into  the  palace. 

A  long  purple  carpet  ran  from  the  doorway  to  the  tall  throne  across  the  room. 
The  ceiling  loomed  high  above  them,  and  large  windows  let  streams  of  light  play 
upon  the  stone  floor.  Margot  looked  around  her,  admiring  the  vibrant  tapes¬ 
tries  on  the  walls. 

“A  trespasser,  my  Queen,”  Alaric  announced.  “Someone  calling  herself 
Margaret  Lawrence.” 

The  crocodile  creatures  pushed  her  forward,  and  Margot  stared  up  into  the 
face  of  the  Queen.  Jazhara  gazed  back  with  distant  majesty,  looking  much  like 
she  had  on  the  bronze  com.  Dressed  in  a  deep  purple  gown,  Jazhara  seemed  to 
lounge  on  her  throne,  leaning  on  the  armrest.  Her  jet  black  hair  was  held  back 
from  her  face  with  jeweled  pins. 

“You  have  not  been  here  before,  Margaret  Lawrence,”  Jazhara  addressed 
Margot. 

“No,  I  haven’t,”  Margot  replied  honestly. 

“I  know  why  you’re  here,”  Jazhara  said.  “Because  you’re  not  interested  in 
what’s  happening  in  your  own  world.  You’re  interested  in  what  they  call  ‘fan¬ 
tasy,’  and  you  thought  that  Evergren  might  be  a  fun  place  to  visit.” 

“How  did  you  know?” 

“You  are  far  from  being  the  first  to  enter  Evergren.  If  no  one  else  has 
warned  you,  let  me  say  that  this  is  no  fantasy.  Everything  you  see  and  everyone 
you  speak  to  is  real.  No  actions  can  be  undone,  and  no  mercy  will  be  provided 
to  you.  I  think  you’ll  soon  End  that  life  is  not  fair  in  either  of  our  worlds.”  Ja- 
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zhara  turned  her  attention  to  Alaric.  “Search  her  and  toss  her  into  a  cell.” 

“No!”  Margot  blurted  out. 

Alaric  soon  wrestled  the  coin  and  her  notebook  from  Margot’s  pock¬ 
ets,  and  the  crocodile  creatures  led  her  down  a  dark  staircase.  The  dank  air 
reminded  her  of  the  museum,  only  darker  and  more  threatening.  The  guards 
pushed  Margot  into  one  of  a  line  of  cells,  and  the  wooden  grid-patterned  door 
j  was  latched  behind  her. 

“Please  give  me  the  coin  back,”  Margot  pleaded  through  the  square  holes 
in  the  door.  “It’s  not  mine.  I  want  to  go  home  now.  I  won’t  bother  you  again;  I 
promise.” 

The  creatures  left  Margot  alone  without  giving  her  an  answer.  She  listened 
to  their  footsteps  climbing  the  stairs  and  felt  a  horrible  sinking  feeling  inside. 
Margot’s  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  realized  how  true  Jazhara’s  words  had 
j  been.  Looking  for  an  alternative  to  studying,  answering  to  her  parents,  clean- 
j  ing  her  room  and  worrying  about  boys,  Margot  had  stumbled  across  very  real 
I  consequences. 

Quiet  sounds  of  movement  startled  her,  and  Margot  blinked  her  tears  away 
to  see  more  clearly.  A  man  with  stubble  on  his  face  and  fingerless  leather  gloves 
on  his  hands  emerged  from  the  shadows  against  the  wall. 

“Who  are  you?”  Margot  took  a  step  back  in  case  she  could  not  trust  him. 
He  looked  like  he  could  use  a  hot  bath.  “What  do  you  want?” 

“They  call  me  Jaden,”  he  introduced  himself. 

“What  are  you  doing  down  here,  creeping  around  in  the  dark?” 

“Let’s  just  say  I  know  a  way  in,  and  I’ve  been  known  to  let  myself  in  from 
time  to  time.” 

“I  need  a  way  out,”  Margot  told  him  desperately.  “I’m  not  from  here.  I 
have  to  get  back.” 

“You’re  from  the  other  side?  The  Queen  put  you  down  here,  didn’t  she?” 

“Yes.  Those  stupid  crocodile  men  took  the  coin  that  got  me  here.” 

“It’s  not  a  door  or  a  coin  you  need.  Just  the  magic  words.” 

“I  don’t  remember  the  words,”  Margot  insisted.  “I  just  read  them  off  the 
coin.” 

“But  if  I  say  them,  the  portal  won’t  close  until  I  step  through,”  Jaden  ex- 
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plained.  “And  I  don’t  want  to  step  through.  I  have  business  here.” 

Margot  pounded  her  fist  on  the  wooden  door.  “Then  how  am  I  supposed 
to  get  out  of  here?”  She  kicked  the  door  out  of  frustration. 

“All  paths  lead  to  Evergren.  Those  are  the  words  that  brought  you  here, 
correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  only  need  to  change  one  word.  If  you’re  not  going  to  Evergren,  you 
must  be...” 

“Going  to  Earth?”  Margot  guessed. 

“Right,  but  you’ve  changed  the  wrong  word.  It’s  the  same  thing  as  saying 
you’re  leaving  Evergren.” 

“All  paths  lead  from  Evergren.” 

A  portal  opened  in  the  cell  behind  where  Margot  stood,  and  she  smiled 
with  relief  to  see  the  museum  through  its  opening.  She  dabbed  the  end  of  her 
sleeve  at  the  corners  of  her  eyes.  “Thank  you,  Jaden.” 

“I  hope  I’ll  see  you  again,”  he  said.  “1  hope  your  first  experience  here  won’t 
keep  you  away.  The  trick  is  to  avoid  being  captured  by  the  guards.  It’s  best  to 
avoid  the  palace  altogether.” 

“I’m  sure  I’ll  come  back  again.  I’ll  definitely  stay  out  of  the  Queen’s  way. 
How  will  I  be  able  to  find  you?” 

“There  are  swamps  east  of  the  forest.  That’s  where  I  live.  If  I’m  not  at 
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home,  you’ll  be  safe  with  Sage.  She’s  an  old  friend  of  mine.  Here.”  Jaden 
reached  into  his  pocket  and  handed  Margot  a  compass  through  one  of  the 
square  holes  in  the  cell  door.  “This’ll  come  in  handy.  East  to  the  swamps.” 

“Thank  you.” 

Margot  turned  and  stepped  through  the  portal.  She  blinked  in  the  brighter 
light  of  the  museum.  The  small  wooden  box  sat  open  on  the  counter  where 
she  had  left  it,  and  she  quickly  stuffed  Jaden’s  compass  deep  into  her  pocket. 
Margot  closed  the  box  to  hide  the  fact  that  it  was  empty. 

Tyler  strolled  up  the  aisle  of  exhibits.  “I  almost  forgot  to  tell  you.  We  close 
in  forty-five  minutes.” 

Margot  nodded.  “Do  you  have  a  pen  and  paper  I  could  borrow?”  she 
asked. 
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“Of  course.” 

Margot  looked  over  the  Victorian  sitting  room  with  diminished  interest 
while  she  waited  for  Tyler  to  return.  He  set  a  pen  and  a  pad  of  paper  on  the 
counter,  picking  up  the  wooden  box.  “Are  you  finished  with  this?” 

“Yes.  It  was  very  interesting.” 

Tyler’s  dark  eyes  sparkled,  and  he  left  Margot  in  peace.  She  picked  up  the 
pen  and  began  to  write  with  her  back  to  the  Victorian  mannequin. 

All  paths  lead  from  Evergren.  Jaden  lives  in  the  swamp  east  of  the  woods.  Steer 
|  clear  of  the  palace.  All  paths  lead  to  Evergren. 

I 
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